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- Whoſe niſ-aaventur'd piterus overthrows 


„CC 


T1 0 bon ſebolis, both alike in cignit A 
1: fair Verona, (where we lay our ſeene e) 
From anciout Sache by 2a to new mutiny ; | 


* 
Where cit 20d makes civil hands unclean, 


5 From ferth he gg ois of theſe tw9 foes, 


A pair of ftar-croſs'd lovers take their life; 


Do, with their death, bury their parents? 
The fear ful paſſage e of their death- marx d Laer | 


Aud the contixnatice by their pareuts' rage, 


# Thic h, but their child; e's end, nought could remov 5 6 


1s 10W the two bours' traffic of our ſtage : 


The which if my i with | patient ears attend, 


hat here ſhail n: Ws Pur toit ſpall ſirivs t to mend, 
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So 


"ES 


was 


— UT HE HE 


' GREGOR 
| by Pang 9 to Monts Sue. 5 
Are r HEC AAV. | 


A 


Dramatis Perſonce. 


: ESCALUS, prince of Verena 


Paris, kinfman to the Prince, and i in love with Jollen. 

MoxTAGUE, J ol q 0 ch he 5 
wo lords, enc ies ; 

Eier, 1 m 0 eac other i 


Romeo, 8 to Montague. Es | 
 MERcUT1to, kinſman to the Prince, and friend to Romer. 
op BENVOLIOo, kinſman and friend to Romeo. | 
WT is, BALT, kinſman to i | 
a Friar La WRENCE, 85 


Friar Jorn. 


 BALTHASAR, ſervant 10 Romeo. 
- PAGE to Paris. 


SA Mn SON, | 
e, Varant to Caputer 


SIMON CAT LING, E J 
B33 55 three muſicians, 
SAMUEL SOUN 8 DBOARD, 


PETER; ſervant to the Nurſe, 


5 Lady Mo N AGUE, wife to Montague. 
| Lady Car UL ET, wiſe to Capulct, | 


JUuL1ET, daughter to eee in LITE: with Nemec 


NURSE to Juliet. 
eee 


Citizens of Verona; ſeveral men 1 women relations to 


Capulet; Maſkers, Guards, W el and other Attendants, 


The SCEN r, inthe . of the fifth aa, i ig in Mantua ; 


 duris g all the 9 of. the Plays in and near een | 


Ar SCENE L 


The 2 Street in Verona, 


. Enter in and Gazoonr, coith Foods Py bucks 
ters), two feroguts f ihe e 5 = 


Saursox. 


2 (REGORY, on my word, we ell not carry cats 
- Greg. No, for then we {ould be colliers. 

| Sam. J mean, an' we be in choler we'll draw, 
| Greg. Ay, while you tives. ara aw your neck out t of the 
collar. 
Sam. I ſtrike TT being mov'd.. | 
Greg. But thou art not quickly mov'd to Hirike | 
Sam. A dog of the houſe of Montague moves me. 
Greg. To move is to ſtir, and to be valiant is to ſtand; 
thereſore, if thou art mov'd, thou run'ſt away. 
Sam. A dog of that houſe Wall move me to ſtand. I 
wall take the wall of any man or maid of Montague's. 
Ereg. That ſhews thee a weak ave; for the weakeſt 


* * to the wall. 


Sam. True, and therefore women, e the ESPN SY 
are ever thruſt to the wall :—therefore 1 will pulli 5 
Montague” s men from the wall, and thruſt his maids to 
; the wall. EE . 
-— rags The quarrel i is between our + maſters, and us 
their men. 1 . 
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rr ¶ꝙ e e OE 4s IO OH 1 


Sari. "Tis all one, I will ſhew myſelf a tyrant: when 
J have fought with the men, I will be eruel with. me 5 


- maids, and cut off their heads. 


Graz: The heads of the maids? _ To, 
Sam. Ay, the heads of the maids, or the naidenheads, 


- take it m what ſenſe thou wilt. 


Greg. They muſt take it in ſenſe, that feel! it. 
Sam: Me they ſha!l feel, while I am able to tand : : 


5 and * tis known I am a pretty piece of fleſh. DEE 
Greg. Tis well thou art not fiſh; if thou hadſt, thou es, 
Hadi been poor John. Draw thy tool, here « comes of 7 

5 the houle of the Montagues, | : | 


Enter ArRan and Barry 1 ASAR. | 


Sam My naked weapon 18 out: : quarrel 1 will back 
thee. 8 
Greg. How, turn thy back and run! 
Sam. Fear me not. = 5 
Greg. No, marry : I ſear ar hes? 
Sam Let us take the law of our ades, let them begin. | 
Greg, 1 wall frown as 1 925 75 and let them take it 


In they liſt. 


Sam. Nay; as thay dare. I will- bi ite my 7 thumb at 


them, which is a diſprace to them if they bear jr 


Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, Sir? 
Sam. I do bite my thu: nb, Sir, : 
Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, Sir 2 25 
Sam. Is the law on our fide if 1 lay ay 2 
5. Greg. No. 1 | 
Sam. No, Sir, I do not bite my thumb ak you, s 
but I bite my thumb, Sir. 
Greg. Do you quarrel, Sir ? 
Abr. Quarrel, Sir? no, Sir | 
Sam. If you do, Sir, Jam for you; 1 ferve as 90d 


a man as you. 


Abr. No better. 
Sam, Well, Sir. | 


: me PO, | 
La. Mon. Thou ſhalt not ſtir a foot to ) ſeek a foe, 


AR I. | ROMEO and JULIET, 3 


Enter Bexvo110. 


Greg. Say better. Here comes one ol my maſter: 
kinſmen. . N | 5 
Sam. Yes, better, Sir. 

Abr. You lie. 5 5 


Fam. Draw, if you be men, : Gr egor Ys remember thy 


e,, Only ok. 
nen Parts. fools, put up your | fwor a, you know not e 
. what you Es 


"Bs Tritt. — 


7b. What, art thou drawn. among theſe heartleſs | 
| hinds ? | 


e Turn thee, Benvolio, look upon thy death. 


Ven. I do but keep the peace; put up thy COLY 


© Or manage it to part theſe men with me. 
: 19. What! drawn, «80 talk of peace? T hate the 


word 


As 1 hate hell, all Montagues and thee. 
| Have at thee, coward. 85 


Euter three or 1 crrizkxs with 1 | 


car. Clubs, bills, and ee ſtrike! beat them | 
= ROWp |. 


- Down: with the Capulets, down with the Montagues ! 7 
2 Enter old CAPULET in his gown, and Lady CapPULET, 


Cap. What noite is this ? give me my long ſword, ho! 
La. Cap. A crutch, a crutch, . call you for a 
„ 


Cap. My ſword, I ſay: old ee is come, 755 


And flourithes his blade in ſpight of me, 


Enter old MONTAGUE, and Lady MONTAGUE. 
. Thou villain, Capulet.- 


—Hold me not, let 


Enter PRINCE, with Attendants, - 


| Pri it. Rebellious ſubjects, enemies to peace, 
| | Profa: ners of this 3 25 6)gbbour: ſtained tee 
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0. ROMEO and JULIET. Act I. 
Will they not hear? what ho! you men, you beaſts, | 
That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple fountains iſſuing from your veins; 

On pain of torture, from thoſe bloody hands 
Throw your miſ-temper'd weapons to the ground, 


And hear the ſentence of your moved Prince. 
Three civil broils, bred of an airy word, | 


By thee, old Capulet, and Montague, ON 
Have thrice diſturb'd the quiet of our ſtreets, ; 


And made Verona” 8 ancient citizens 


Caſt by their grave, beſeeming ornaments, 
To wield old partizans, in hands as old, 
Cankred with peace, to part your cankred hate: i 


If ever you diſturb our ſtreets again, | 
Your lives ſhall pay the forfeit of the peace. | 


For this time all the reſt depart away. 
| Yon, Capulet, ſhall go along with me; 
"an, Montague, come you this afternoon, 
To know our further pleaſure in this caſe, 


To old Free- -town, our common judgment place: : 


| Once more, on > ana of death, all men depart. 


[Exeunt 1 Prince and Capulet, &e. 


8 15 ” 7 N * It. 


La. Mon. Who ſet this ancient quarrel. new abroach? 


: Speak, nephew, were you by when it began? 


Ben. Here were the ſervants of your adverſary, 


And yours, cloſe fighting, ere I did approach. 
I drew to part them: in the inſtant came 

The fiery Tybalt, with his ſword prepar'd, 
Which, as he breath'd defiance to my ears, 
He ſwung about his head, and cut the winds, _ 
Who, nothing hurt withal, hiſs'd him in ſcorn. 
While we were interchanging thruſts and blows, _ 
Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 
> Till the Prince came, who parted either part. 


La Mon. O where is Romeo! ſaw you him to- day? 
Right glad am I he was not at this fray. 
Ben. Madam, an hour before the worſhip'd Sun 
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peer'd through the golden window of the Eaſt, 


As troubled mind drew me to walk abroad; 


Where underneath the grove of ſycamour, 
That weſtward rooteth {rom the city fide, 
80 eat ry walking did I fee your fon. 
Fow'rds him I made; but he was ?ware of me, 
Ant: bole into tae covert of the wood, | 
OF, ing his affections by my own, 
That moil are bufted when they're moſt alone, 
Parſu'd my-lamour, not purſuing him; 
And glatlly fhun'd, who gladly fled from me. 
Men „Meg morning math be there been ſee * 
Witli tears ene freſh morniug dew, 


Adding to inds MES clouds with his decp {3:3 31s 3 3 
But alk to {0435-2 154 all- chearing ſun 


Should, zuthe furtheſt caſl, begin to gra 


The way curtains from Aurora's bed, 

Away from light ſteals home my e ſon, 
Attd bo * on [115 Ca! mber pens himielf, | 
Shu 4p 14s windows, Jocks fair day-lig gh out, 


And t:aKkes:- himſelf an artitici] night. 

Black and po örtentous mult } tis humo! pros 

Unleſs good counſel way the cause remove, 

Ben, My noble uncle, do you know tlie < 3 e 
Ion. neither knowit, nor can bes arn it of him. 
Pen. Havt you limportun'd Ya by any means? 
Hon. Both by mytelt, and many other ir ends; 

t be. His own afedtions? counſellor, 

£160 Limielt, I will not fay bow true, 

But to hirielfſ fo ſecret and ſo cloſe, 

80 far {roi lounding and ditcoverx, 

A is the bud bit with an envious worw, 

Ere he can p. ead his ſweet leaves to the air, 

Or dedicate his Heauity to the fun. | 

Could we but learn from whence his forrows gr ow, 

We would as willingly give cure as know. 


Inter ROMEO. 


Fen. See where he comes So pleaſe you tcp a aſide ; 
III know his grievance, o be much deny'd. 


# 


22 ROMEO and JULIET. ant © 
Mon. I would thou wert fo happy by thy tay Ros 
To hear true eee, | 8 Madam, let's away: = wy 
| | | Ae „ 


- e Good- -morrow, couſin; 
Kon. Is the day ſo young? | 8 
Be. But ne rue une. „ 
| Rom: Ah me, ſad hours ſeem long | ; 
Was that my father that went hence 5 falt? | 
Bien It was. What _— lengthens Romeo's hours ? 
Rom. Not naving that \ 2D 12VINg, ma! es thew 
% Rn 135 
Ben. In love? 
Roms J0ut—— 
Beu. Of love? 5 „ 
Koni. Ou. of her favour where Þ am m love, 
Ben. Alas, that Love, ſo gentle in his view, 
Should be ſo tyrannous and rough in proof! 
Kom. Alas, th at Love, whoſe view is muffled till, 
Shouls, without eyes, fee path-ways to his will! | 
Where ſhall we dine O me What: tray was here 
Let tell me not, for I have heard it all. 15 
Here's much ado with hate, but more with love. 
5 | [ Str King his brenfis 
. then, O br zwling ave O0 loving hate | | 8 
Oh, anything of nothing firſt create! i 
O heav. ligltnels 1 vanity ! 
- Misfhapen chaos of well-leeming forms | | 
Feather of lead, bright tmoke,. cold fire, lick health 
- Still- waking 3 Ger is not what s! | 
This 3 feel I, that feel no love in this 
Dot? thou not ons ? 
Ben. No, coz, I rather Weep. 
Rom. Good heart, at what! es = 
Ben. At thy good heart's. oppreſſion. 5 = | '> 
Rom. W hy, ſuck is love's tranſgreſſion. | 
Briefs of mine own % heavy in my breaſt, 
Which thou wilt propagate, to have theni preſs? a 
With more of thine ; this love that thou bait ſhown, 
Poth add more grief to too much of 1 mine own. a 


WE. 


Is 
1 


41. ROMEO and JULIET. 23 
Love is a ſmoke rais'd with the fume of f. ghs ; F. 
Being purg'd, a fire ſparkling i in lovers” eyes; 


. Being vex'd, a ſea nouriſh'd with lovers? tears; | 


What is it elſe ? a madneſs moſt diſcreet, 
A choaking gall, anda . ſweet. 5 
Parewell, my couſin. Going. 
Ben Soft, I'll go along: F555 

5 And if you leave me ſo, you $6.1 me wrong. | 
Rom. Tut, I have loſt myſelf, I am not here ; ; 


Z 3 This i is not Romeo, he's ſome other where. 


Hen. Tell me, in ſadneſs, who ſhe is you love. 
Rom. What, ſhall I groan and tell thee ? 

| Ben. Groan ! why, no; but ſadly tell me who. 
Rom. Bid a ſick man in ſadneſs make his will — — 
| o word, ill urg'd to one that is ſo ill! | 


- In ſadneſs, coufm, I do-love a woman. 


| Ben. I aim'd fo near when I e you lov'd. 0 

Nom. A right good markſman :- —and ſhe? s fair? 
„ | 

Ben. A right fair mark, ait 0 coz, is fooneſt hit. 

Rom. But in that hit you miſs; ſhe'll not be hit 

With Cupid's arrow; ſhe hath Dian's wit; 

And in ſtrong proof of chaſtity well arm'd, 5 
From Love's weak childiſh bow ſhe lives unharm'd : 

She will not ſtay the ſiege or loving terms, 

Nor 'bide th' encounter of affailing 3 | 

Nor ope her lap to ſaint-ſeducing gold. 


O, ſhe is rich in beauty; only poor, 


: That when ſhe dies, with Beauty dies has ſtore. : 
Ben. Then ſhe hath ſworn that ſhe will till live chaſte ? 
Rom, She hath, and in that ſparing makes huge waſte, : 
For beauty, ſtary'd with her ſeverity, 5 
Cuts beauty off from all poſterity, 

She is too fair, too wiſe, too wifely fair, 

To merit blifs by making me deſp alr; 

She hath forſworn to love, and in that vow 

: Do I live dead, that live to tell it now. 5 
Ben. Be rub'd by me, forget to think of N 5 
Nom. 0 teach me how I ſhould forget t. to think, 


T4 ROMEO ind JULIET. Act IJ. 
; Bev. By giving liberty unto thine n . 
a Examine other beauties. 
Rio mi. 'Fis the way - 
Fo call hers e, in. n queſtion more. 

Thoſe nn maſks that kiis fair ladies brows, | 
Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair; 
He that is ſirucken blind, cannot forget 
The precious treaſure of his eye-ſight loſt, 
Shew me a miſtreſs that is paſſing fair, 
What doth her beauty ſerve, but as a note 
Where I may read who paſs'd that paſſing fair ? 

. Farewell, thou canſt not teach me to forget. | 
Ben. 1 10 pay that doctrine, or elte. die 4 in debt. : 

| | | LExe uu. 


4 . E N E III. 
Enter Cayvrety Pants, and SERVANT. 


Cap. And Montague | is bound as well as I, 

In penalty alike; and "tis not hard 
| For men ſo old as we to keep the peuncee 
Par. Of honourable reck'ning are you both, | 

| And pity 'tis you liv'd at odds ſo long. = 

But now, my Lord, what ſay you to my ſvit? 
Cap. Bur ſaying o'er what I have ſaid before: 
My child is yet a ſtranger in the word. 
Sbe hath not ſeen the change of ee years; a; 
Let two more ſummers wither in their pride, 


5 Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride. " 
Par. Younger than ſhe are happy mothers made, | 
| Cop; And too ſoon martr'd are thole ſo early made, ? 
The earth hath ſwallow'd all my hopes but The, 5 f 


She 1s the hopeful lady of my earth: 1 | 
But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart, „ 4 
My will to her conſent is but a part; „ 
If ſhe agree, within her ſcope of cose 
Ives wy conſent, and fair according Voice, 5 * 
This night I hold an old- accuſtom'd feaſt, PE 3. 
Where to 1 have invited way: a N | . | 


A 1. ROMEO and JULIET: FS: © 


Such as I. Jove; and you among the ſtore, | 
One more moſt welcome, makes my number. more, 
At my poor houſe look to behold this night 
Earth-treading ſtars that make dark heaven 8 light. | 
\ Such comfort as do luſty young men feel, 

When well-apparePd April on the heel 
Of liiaping Winter treads, ev'n ſuch delight 

Among freſh female buds ſhall you this night 


1 85 Inherit at my houſe; hear all, all ſee, 


And like her moſt whoſe merit moſt ſhall be: 
Which on more view of many, mine, being one, | 
May ſtand in number, though 1 in reck'ning none. 85 

Come, go with me. Ga, ſirrah, trudge about 
Through fair Verona; find thoſe perſons out | 
W hoſe names are written there; and to them fay, 
| My Houle and welcome on their pleaſure ſtay. 


| [Exeunt Capulet and Paris. 
| " Hu Find then out t Whole names are written here? 
. is written that the ſhoemaker ſhould meddle _ 
with his yard, and the tailor with his laſt; the fiſher 
with his pencil, and the painter with his nets. But 1 
am fent to find thoſe perſons whoſe names are here 
writ; apd can never find what names the writing per- _ 
{on hath here writ, I muſt to the learned. In good 


tie | 


Enter BzxvoLto 44 Rouko. 


Ben. Tut, man! one fire burns out another” 8 burning, Re: 


One pain is leſſen'd by another's anguiſh: 
Turn giddy, and be help'd by back ward turning; 


One deſperate grief cure with another's langaith : FR 


Take thou ſome new infection to the eye, 
And the rank poiſon of the old will die. : 

Rom, Your plantain leaf is excellent for mat. 
Ben. For what, I pray thee? | 
Rom, For your broken ſhin. _ 
Ben. Why, Romeo, art thou mad?) | 
Rom. Not mad, but bound more than a madman is; 5 
Shut up in priſon, kept without my food, ; 

= lo 


x6 ROMEO and JULIET. A 1. 
5 . and: tormented, e -e'en, good fellow. 
15 7 [To the Servant. 


Serv. God gi good. e' en.—1 pray, 1 Sir, can 70u read? 
Nom. Ay, mine own fortune in my miſery. 5 


Ferd. Perhaps xou have learn'd it without book, But, | 


| I pray, 

2 Can you read any thing. you ſee? 

Kom. Ay, if I know the letters and the language. 
Serv. Vou ſay honeſtly. Reſt you e | 
Kom. St tay, fellow, I can. read, | 


[He reads the 11. 


00 « Sipnior Martino and his wife and 8 ; Count | 


«K 4 Anfchn, and his beauteous ſiſters; the Lady widow 


( of Vitruvio; Signior Placentio, and his lovely nieces; 


„% Mercutio, and his brother Valentine; mine uncle. 


7 „ Capulet, and his wife and daughters; my fair niece 
„ Roſaline; Livia; Signior Valentio, and his coulin. ” 


| « Tybalt ; Lucio, and "the lively Helena,” 


— fair aſſembly ; ; whither Thou! they come? | 
Ferv. Up. 8 

Kom. Whither } " es | 

Serv. To ſupper, to our houſe, 

Nom. Whoſe hauſe? 

Serv. My maſter's. | 

Rom. Indeed I ſhould have 8 you 1 before.” 


Serv. Now, I'll tell you without aſking. My maſter 
is the great rich Capulet; and if you be not of the 

houſe of Montagues, I pray come and cruſh a cup of 
wine. Reſt you mer x. Exit. 


| Fen. At this ſame ancient feaft of Capuler” = 
Sups the fair Roſaline, whom thou fo lov'ſt; 

Wich all th' adwired beauties of Verona. 

Co thither, and, with unattainted eye, ; 
Compare her face with ſome that I mall ſhow, 
And I will make thee think thy ſwan a crow, _ 

Nom. When the devout religion of mine eye 


Maintains ſuch falſehoods, then turn tears to fires ! HK 


And theſe, who, often drown'd, could never. die, 
Tr anſporent heretics, be burnt for liars? 1 


18 


Act I. ROMEO: and 11 LI Er: 17 
One fairer than my love! thy all- ſeeing ſun | 
: Ne er ſaw her match ſince ſirſt the world begun. 
Bien. Tut, tut! you ſaw her fair, none elſe being by, 
Herſelf pois'd with herſelf, in either eye; 

But in thole cryſtal ſcales let there be weigh 

Pour lady-love againſt ſome other maid, 
That I will ſhew you ſhining at this feaſt; 
And ihe will ſhew ſcant well that now ſhews beſt, | 

Rom. PII 8⁰ along, no ſuch ſight to be thowny” „„ 
But to rejoice in e of mine oun.  [Exeunty g 


SC E N E W. 
Chan ges to Capuler 1 Horſe. 


Euter Lady Capprer and Nunsz. 


La. Cap. Nurſe, where) g wy daughter? call her forth f 
£ 0. e | | 
Nurſe. Now (by WW aideohoad at Fele years old) 
| I bade her come; what, lamb! what, lady bird“ 
God forbid where! 8 this girl? Wy. Juliet! 


. or lier 


Ful. How now, who calls ? 
Nurſe. Your mother, | 
Ful. Madam, I am here, what 1 is your will? 


* | | 

. La. Cap. This is the matter- -Nurle, give leave a 3 

2 B . Ve nota talk in fecret—Nur ſe, come back again; Y 

„ Lhave remember'd me, thou ſhalt hear our counſel. 
Fou * lt = Sink ohrer 8 of a pretty age. 4 
N 17 Fail Wy: I carr tell her age uno an 2 | 
. Cap She's not fourteen. | 


Nur ſe Ni lay fourteen ot my teetl 1 (and yet, to my | = 
teen be it ſpoken, J haverbut four) ſhe's not ſourteen: 


how . zong is it now to Lammas-tidle? . fu - 

| La, Cap. A: fortnight and odd days. 9 3 | 
1. Nurſe. Even or odd, of all days in the year, Tonne [| 
Lammas-eve at ni; . ſhall. ne be fburteen. Suſan -u1 


and ſhe (God reſt all Chriſtian fouls!) were of an age, 


„%% B 
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wel, Suſan is with God, ſhe was too good for me. 


But, as I ſaid, on Lammas-eve at night ſhall ſhe be 


fourteen ; that ſhall ſhe,. marry, I remember it well. 
Tis ſince the earthquake now eleven years, and ſhe 
was weawd; I never: ſhall forget it; of all the days in 
the year upon that day; for I had * Kid Fön 


to my dug, ſitting in the ſun under the dovehouſe wall; 


my Lord and you were then at Mantua. — Nay, I ds 1 
bear a brain. But, as I faid,. when it did taſte the 
_  wormwood on the nipple of. my dug, and felt it bitter; 
pretty fool, to ſee it teachy, and fall out with the dug. N 


Shake, quoth the dovehouſe——'twas no need, I trow,,  _ 


to bid me trudge; and ſince that time it is eleven | 
bo years, for then ſhe could ſtand alone; nay, by th' rood, 
= Jhe could have run, and waddled all about: for even 


the day before ſhe broke her 3 and then my huſ- * 


band, (God be with his ſoul, a' was a merry man), 


took up the child; yea, quoth he, doſt thou fall ap- 


on thy face? thou wilt fall backward when thou haſt 
more wit, wilt thou not, Jule? and, by my holy Dam, 
the pretty wretch left crying, and ſaid, Ay. To ſee 

J warrant, a 

I ſhould live a thouſand years I ſhould not forget it: 
Wilt thou not, Jule? quoth he 3 3nd, Dey fool, It 


now hew a jeſt will come about. 


Ainted, and ſaid, y. 


La. Cap. Enough of this, 1 pray thes hold thy peace. "P 


Nurſe, Yes, Madam; yet 1 cannot chuſe but laugh, 


. donhink. if ould leave crying, and ſay, Ay; and yet L 3 


warrant it had upon its brow a bump as big as a young 
cockrel's ſtone; a perillous knock, and it cried bitter 
Jv. Yea, quoth my hufband, falbſt upon thy face,? 


5 thou wilt fall backward when thon comeſt to age, wite 


thou not, Jule? it ſtinted, and ſaid, Ay. 
Ful. And flint thee ioo, I pray thee, Nurle, 71 


Nui ſe. Peace; 1 have done: God maik thee to o bis 


. grace! | 
Thou waſt the prettielt vals that! nurs'd, 
aw II might live to ſee thee married b 
1 have my: will, „„ . 
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La. Cap. And that ſame marriage is the very theme. | 
I came to talk of. Tell me, daughter Juliet, . | 


. How ſtands your diſpoſition to be married? 


Ful. It is an hour that I dream not of. 
Nurſe. An hour! were not I thine only nurſe, | 


. ya ſay thou hadſt ſuck'd wiſdom from my tear. 


La. Cap. Well, think of. N BOW younges 
than you-- | 


= - Here in Verona, ladies of eſteem, 5 
Are made already mothers. By my Gounit,. 
I was your mother much 1 theſe years 
That you are now a maid. Thus, then, in brief; 


The valiant Paris ſeeks you for his love. „ 
Nurſe. A man, young Lady, Lady, ſuch a man 


=: As all the world—— Why, he's a man of wax. 


La. Cap. Verona's ſummer hath not ſuch a flow er. | 
| Nurſe. Nay, he's a flower, in faith a very flower. 


La. Cap. What ſay you, can you like the gentleman: 5 
This night you ſhall behold him at our feaſt ; 

Read o'zr the volume of young Paris face, 

And find delight writ there with Beauty's $ pen; 1 


Examine ev'ry ſeveral lineament, 


And ſte how one another lends content: 1 8 
And what obſcur'd in this fair volume Ives, 


Find written in the margent of his eyes, 


This precious book of love, this unbound lover, 
To beautify him only Jacks a cover. 
The fiſh lives in the ſea, and tis much pride, 
: For fair without the fair within to hide. x 
That book in many eyes dath ſhare the glory, 
That in gold claſps locks in the golden ſtory: 
So ſhall you ſhare all that he doth poſſeſs, 


By having him, making yourſelf no les, ls 
Nurſe. No leſs! nay, bigger; women grow by men, 
La. Cap. Speak briefly ; can you like of Paris? love! p- 
Ful. 11 look to like, if looking liking move. 


Bur no more. deep will I indart mine ere, 
- Thas your conſent gives irength to make it iy. 
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Z And {oar with them above a common bound, 
| To ſoar with his light feathers ;. and ſo bound, . 


Under Love's heavy burden do I ſink. 


Euter a SERVANT. | 


Serv. Madam, the gueſts are come, ſupper ferv'd up, 
you calbd, my young lady aſd for, the nurſe curs'd 


in the pantry, and every thing in extremity, I muſt. 
hence to wait; I beleech you follow ſkraight. 


La. Cap. We follow thee. Juliet, the County ſtays. 0 
N oy, girl ſeek happy mg to nappy 8 
L Exeunt. 


8 * * N E © 
4 Street befor Capuler 45 houſe. 


rer Rowrs, MERC Te, BENVoT lo, with five o or = 


ix other: Maſkers, Torch- bearers, and Drums. 


N What, Mall this: ſpeech be ſpoke for our excuſe 7 . 


01 ſhall we on without apology? 


Ben, The date 1s out of ſuch pralinty. 


We'll have no Cupid bood-wink'd with a ſcarf, 
| Bearing a Tartar's painted bow of lath, . 
Scar ing the ladies like a crow- -keeper; 


Nor a without: book prologue faintly ſpoke | 
After the prompter, for our enterance. _ 
But Jet them meaſure us by whar they will, 
We'll meaſure them a meaſure, and be gone. | 
Nom. Give me a torch, I am not for this wen : 
Being but heavy, I will bear the light, gt 
Mer. Nay, gentle Romeo, we muſt have you canoe: 
Rom. Not I, believe me; you have dancing thoes | 
With nimble blen J have a ſoul of lead, 
So ſtakes me to the ground I cannot move, 
Mer. You are a lover, borrow Cupid's wings, 


Rom. IL am too ſore enpearced with his oh 


J cannot bound a pitch beyond dull Woe... 1 


Mer. And to fink ! in it, ſhould you e Hans, 


Too great oppreſſion f for « tender thing! | 
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'F A viſor for a Lilo . care I 


Rom. Is love a tender thing? It is too rough, 


I oo rude, too boiſbrous; and it pricks like thorn, 
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Mer. If love be rough with you, be rough with love; 


Prick love for pricking, and you beat love down. 
1 Give | me a Gale to pat my Hg in; 


[Parting « on luis val. 


What curious eye doth quote deformities? TN 


Here are the bettle brows ſhall bluſh for me. 


Ben. Come, knock and enter; and no foyer i in, | 


But every man betake him to bis legs. 


Rom. A torch for me. Let wantons, light of bear, | 


—- Tickle the ſenſeleſs ruſhes with their heels; 
Por I am proverb'd with a grandfire- phraſe; 


| I be a candle- holder, and look on. 
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3 ATA. men's 5 noſes as s ey I alleep: 


Ihe game was ne'er ſo fair, and I am done. 


Mer. Tut! dun's the mouſe, the conſtable's own n word z 
If mou art dun, w el draw thee ſrom the mire, 
Or, ſave your reverence, love, wherein thou ſickeſt 
Up to thine ears: come, we burn day-light, ho. | 
Kot. Nay, that's not ſo. 5 
Mer. I mean, Sir, in delay. 


Þ We waſte our lights in vain, like lights by day: 


Take our good meaning, for our judgment ſits . 
Five times in that ere once in our fine wits. 
Rem. And we mean well! in going t to this mak ;. 
But tis no wit to go. | 
Mer. Why, way one aſk? 
Rom, I dream'd a dream to-night, | 
Mer. And fo did I. 5 
Rom. Well, what was yours? 
Mer. That dreamers often lie. 


* Rom. —In bed aſleep; a: while they do dream bine: 


V 
| Mer. O, then I ſee, Gere Mab bath been with 302, „ 
She is the Fancy's midwife, and ſhe comes 


In ſhape no bigger than an agat-ſtone 


On the fore- -finger of an alderman, 
Prawn with a team of little atomies, 
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Her waggon- - ſpokes made of long ſpinners' Im) ; 
The cover, of the wings of gralshoppers ; ET 
The traces, of the ſmalleſt ſpider's web; 

The collars, of the moonſhine's watry beams; „ 
Her whip, of cricket's bone; the Jaſh, of film; 15 

Her waggoner a ſmall grey- coated gnat, 

Not half ſo big as a round little worm, 
Prick'd from the lazy finger of a maid, 
| Her chariot is an empty hazel- nut, 

Made by the joiner ſquirrel, or old grub, 

Time out of mind the fairies? coach-makers. 5 
And in this ſtate ſhe gallops night by night, 
Through lovers? brains, and then they dream of love; s 


On courtiers? knees, that dream of dourb'ſies ſtraight ; : 5 
Ober lawyers? fingers, who ſtraight dream on fees; . 


O'er ladies? lips, who ſtraight on kiſſes dream, 
Which oft the angry Mab with bliſters plagues, 


* Becauſe their breaths with ſweetmeats tainted are. 


Sometimes ſhe gallops o'er a courtier's noſe, 


And then dreams he of ſmelling out a ſuit ; 


And ſometimes comes ſhe with a tithe Pig © 25 


FTickling the parſon as he lyes aſleep, _ 


Then dreams he of another benefice. 
Sometimes ſhe driveth oer a ſoldier's neck, 
And then he dreams of cutting foreign a | 
Of breaches, ambuſcadoes, Spaniſh blades, 
Of healths five fathom deep; and then anon 
Drums in his ears, at which he ſtarts and wakes; | 
And, being thus frighted, ſwears a prayer or two, 
And ſleeps again. This is that very Mab, 
That plats the manes of horſes in the night, 
And cakes the elf-locks in foul ſluttiſh bairs, 
Which, once entangled, much misfortune bodes, 
This is the hag, when waids ly on their backs, 
That pre ſſes them, and learns them firſt to bear, 
| Making hem women ek good carriage: 5 
This is the— | „ 
Kom. 0 peace, Mercurio, peace; 
Thon talk of r nothi ing, 


5. 
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Mer. True, I talk of dreams, . | 
5 Which are the children of an idle brain, | 
Begot of nothing, but vain phantaſ /, 
Which is as thin of ſubſtance as the air, 
And more unconſtant than the wind; who wooes | 
Ev'n now the frozen boſom of the north, | 
And, being anger'd, puffs away from thence, 
'F Turning his face to the dew-drooping ſouth, — | 
Ben. This wind, vou talk of, ONS: us from our | 
| ſely . | | | 
1 Supper i is done, and we ſhall come too clas 
Rom, I fear, too early; for my mind miſgives 
Some conſequence, yet hanging in the ee 
Shall bitterly begin his fearful date | 
W.ith this night's revels; and expire the term | 
| Of a deſpiſed life clos'd in my breaſt, | 
5 By ſome vile forfeit of untimely death. 
Baut He, that hath the ſteerage of my courth, 
Dien my ſuit! On, luſty Gentlemen. - 
Ben, ts drums: =; | No 
| Nd y marc h about the ie age, and exentrt, 


8 ©: 2 N E "V1. | 
Changer to 4 Hall in Capuler 5 houſe: 


Ener SERVANTS, with napkins. | 


T Serv. Where's Potpan, that he helps not to take 
| away? He ſhift a trencher ! he ſcrape a trencher! 
2 Serv, When good manners ſhall ly all in one or 
two men's RARE, and they unwaſh'd too, "rs. a foul g 
mung. | | = 
1 Serv, 1 with . Joint- Mosle remove 105 court- 
. cup- -board, look to the plate; good thou, ſave me a 
| piece of warch-panez and, as thou loveſt me, let the 
| porter let in Suſan Grindſtone, | and e - 
and Potpan— | 


2 Serv. Ay, boy, ready. 
1 Serv. You are look'd for, call'd for, a0 for, and 
fought for, in the. or chamber. E 
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2 Serv, We cannot be here and there too, Cheer- 
Ivy, boys; be briſk a Ln, and the longer liver take 
all. „„ e [Excunt, f 


Enter all as Gueſts and Late, 250 the Maſters. g 


1 Cap, Welcome, e Ladies, that have | 
| your feet . | 
8 Unplagu'd with corns, we'll 5 A | bout with vou. 
Ah me, my miſtreſſes, which of you all 
Will now deny to dance? ſhe that mkes aint, 
I'll ſwear hath corns; am I come near you now? P: 
Welcome, all, Genilemen; I've ſeen the day 
That I have worn a viſor, and could tell 
A hiſpering tale in a fair lady's ear, 2 
Such as would pleaſe, ?Tis: gone; ris gone; tis gone! 
Youre welcome, Gentlemen. Come, muſicians, play. 
ai a ball. Make room. And foot it, girls. 
| : [Muſic plays, and they dance, 
3 More light, ye 7 and turn the table up; 
And quench the fire, the room is grown too hot. ; 
Ah, ſirrah, this unlook'd-for ſport comes well. 
' Nay, fit ; nay, ſit, good couſin Capulet, 
For you and [ are paſt our dancing days : 
How long is't now ſince laſt yourlelf and 5 
Were in a ma? 
2 Cap. By'r Lady, thirty years. 5 ' 
1 Cap. What, man! is not lo. much, "tis not fo 1 
e Rs | 
Tis ſince the Buptäal of Lucantlo, | 
Come Pentecof? as quickly as it will, 7 
Some five-and-twenty years, and hw we maſt d. 


2 Cap. 'Tis more, "Us more; bit den! 1s elger, Sir: 2 
| His fon is thirty. | 


1 Cap. Will you tell me has 2 ILSS 
Eis ſon was but a ward two years ago. | 
Rom, What lady's that, which -doth enrich the band Y 

of vonder knight? : | 
Serv. I know not, Sir. , 


-Rom. O, ſhe doth teach the 1 to ds bright: ; 
rler beauty hangs vom the cheek of f vight,. 


6 
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r. Tie a riok jewel | in an Fthiop's ear: 
ke _ Beauty too rich for uſe, for earth too dear! 
it,  S$othews ® ſnowy dove trooping with crows, | 


As yonder lady o'er her fellows ſhows. _ 
| Ihe meaſure done, P11 watch her place of land, 
we And touching hers, make happy my rude hand. 
Dic my heartove till now? forſwear ! it, fight; 
I ever ſaw true beauty 'till this nige. 
Tub. This by his voice ſhould be a Montague 
Ferch me my rapier, boy. What! dares the ſlavs . 
Come hither, cover'd with an antic face, 
J700 fleer and ſcorn at our fotemnity? 
Nou by the ſtock and honour of my kin, 
To ſtrike him dead I hold it not a fin. 


ne). Cape Why, how "y e wherefore dere. 1 
VVV 

— Tb. Uncle, this i isa a Montague, our . 

uct, A villain, that is hither come in ſpiglit, 


| To ſcorn at our ſolemnity this 1 | 
Cap. Young Romeo, is't? £7 
J). ?Tis he, that villain, 0 e 
> Cap. Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone; ; 
Hie bears him hke a portly gentleman : _ 
And, to fay truth, Verona brags of him, 
Jo be a virtuous and well-govern'd youth. 
I T-wonld not for the wealth of all this town 
t ſo Here in my houſe do him diſparagement. 
IT Fherefore be patient, take no note of him; 
It is my will, the which if thou reſpet, 1 
Shbew a fair preſence, and put off theſe frowns, 
An ill. beſeeming ſemblance for a feaſt. 
ir: _-_ Tyb. It fits when ſuch a villain i is a gueſt: 
Pu not endure kim. 2 
Cap. He fball be endur d. | ; 
What, goodman boy——1 ſay, he all. Go to 2 
and | Am I the maſter here, or you? go le Fs 7 
| You'll not endure him? God fhall mend my 6% "4 
| Jꝛuou'll make a mutiny among my gueſts? 
ht: You will fit cock=a-hoop ? You'll be the man? 
„ 15. Why, uncle, tis a ſhame, „ 
Vor. VI. e * | 
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Cap. Go to, go to, e | 
You are a ſaucy bey ist 60, indeed "EPR 8 
This trick may chance to ſcathe you. I. know what, — 
Jou muſt contrary me? Marry, 'tis o 5 
Well ſaid, my hearts: — you are a princox, go 
Be quiet, or More light, more light, for ſname = 
I'll wake you quiet—What ?- cheerly, my hearts. 
Tb. Patience perforce, with wilful choler ming, - 
Makes my fleſh tremble in their different greeting. 
I will withdraw; but this intruſion ſhall, 
Now ſeeming best, convert to bitter gall. N | 
Rom. If 1 profane with my unworthy hand tr Jul 1 
This holy ſhrine, the gentle fine is this; 
My lips, two bluſhing pilgrims, ready Rand - TED 
To ſmooth that rough touch with a tender kiſs. 
Jul. Good Pilgrim, you oy” wrong your hand too 
.-- much, | 
5 Which mannerly 8 ſhews i in + this; 5 | 
For ſaints have hands that pilgrims? hands do touch, 
And palm to palm is holy palmers kiſs, . 
Nom. Have not ſaints lips, and holy palmers too > | 
Jul. Ay, pilgrim, lips that they muſt uſe in prayer. 
Nom. O then, dear ſaint, let lips do what hands do : = 
They pray, grant thou, leſt faith turn to deſpair. 
Jul. Saints do not move, yet grant for prayers ſake. 
Kom. Then move not, while my prayers effect I take: 8 
| Thus from wy ps, by thine, my fin 1s Purg d. „ 
| [iſ ing her, : 
Jul. Then have my lips the fin that late they took, 
Rom, Sin from. my lips! O ren wen 1 has | | 
Give me my ſin: again. _— 
Jul. Jou kiſs by th? book. | . | 
Nurſe. Madam, your mother craves a word with 3 vou. 
Rom. What is her mother? [To the nurſe. 
Nur ſe. Marry, bachelor, %%% cs 
Her mother 4s the lady of the A 


And a good lady, and a wile and virtuous. 5 


1 nurs'd her daughter, that you talk'd withal ; 8 
I tell you, he that can lay bold of her, 
Shall have tbe chink. 


| More torches here- 


| Come, let's Oy" the e ſtranger all are gone, Ee 
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Rom. Is ſhe a Capulet ? 2 

O dear account! my life is my foe's bt. 8 
Ben. Away, be gone, the ſport is at the beſt. 
Kom. Ay, fo I fear, the more is my unreſt. 
Cap. Nay, Gentlemen, prepare not to be gone, 


we have a mg fooliſh banquet towards. 
sit e en fo? why, then, I thank you all. 


J thank you, honelt Gentlemen, good night: 
come on, then, let's to bed. 


Ah, ſirrah, by — fay, it waxes late ; ; 


IC e 
Ful. Come hither, MY What i is ; yon a gentleman 3 


Nurſe. The ſon and heir of old Tiberio. 


Jul. What's he that now is going out of door? 
Nur ſa. That, as I think, is young Petruchio. 
Fal. What's he that Ws. ar that would not 


dance? | 


Nurſe. 1 New t. 
Ful. Go, aſk his name. —If be be married, 
My grave is like to be my wedding- bed. 


Nurſe. His name is Romeo, and a Montague, | 


The only ſon of your great enemy. 


Ful. My only love ſprung from my only hate! 


Foo early ſeen, unknown; ; and known too late; 3 
Prodigious birth of love it is to me, 
That I muſt love a loathed enemy. 


Nurſe. What's this? what's this? 

Jul. A rhyme I learn'd e en no 1 „ 
Of one I danc'd withal. [One calls within, Jaller. 

Nurſe, Anon, Anon: 75 


| | [Exeuns, | 
e Chokus. 8 


B Now old Jef re doth on his death- bed "IP 5 


And young affection gapes to be his heir; , 


That fair, for which love groan 'd fore, and would die * 


With tender Juliet match'd, is now not fair: 


5 Now Romeo is belov'd, and loves again, 


Alike bewitched by the charm of looks: Y 
EATS > 2 


Towp ring extremities with extreme . 
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But to his foe ſuppos'd he muſt complain, ; 


And ſhe fical Jove's ſweet bait from fearful hooks. | 


| Being held a foe, he may not have acceſs 


To breathe ſuch vows as lovers uſe to. ſwear ; 


5 And ſhe, as much in love, her means much 18 


To meet her new- beloved any Where: 5 
But Paſſion lends them power, Time means, to meet; 3 ;. f 


"vt Chorus, 


4 U. SCENE E: 
The Street, . 


Enter Ronzo alone. $4 


Romeo. = 


| cn I £0 ew when my heart js here? ? 


hon back, dull earth, and find thy Na an ; 
| [Exits 
: Enter Bnnvol 10, with MexcuTlo. 92 
Ben. Romeo, my Couſin Romeo. 1 | 
- ers: Be , ² — ont. 


And, on my. life, hath ſtoPn low . to + hed, 


Ben. He ran this way, and y_ this orchard- a wal. 


5 Call, good Mercutio. 


Mer. Nay, Þll conjure too. 


Why, Romeo! humour! madman ! 0 lover! 
Appear thou in the likeneſs of a ſigh, 

Speak but one rhyme, and I am ſatisfied. 

Cry but 4h me! couple but love and dove, 

Speak to my goſſip Venus one fair word, 
One nick-name to her purblind ſon and heir, 5 MN 

(Young Abraham Cupid, he that ſhot ſo true, „ 

When King Cophetua lov'd the beggar- maid ) —— 
He heareth not, he ſtirreth not, he moveth not; 
The ape is dead, and I muſt con jure him. 
I conjure thee by Roſaline's bright eyes, 

By her high forehead, and her ſcarlet lip, 
By her fine _ drag egy, a and 8 thighs. 
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And the demeſus that there adjacent T 

That in thy likeneſs thou appear to us. | | 
Ben. An' if he hear thee, thou wilt anger Mims | 
ex. This cannot anger him: 'twould 1 him - 


© To raiſe a ſpirit in his miſtreſs? circle, 


1 Of ſome ſtrange nature, letting it there lend 


7 Till the had laid it, and conjur'd it down; 5 


That were ſome ſpight. | My invocation is 


Honeſt and fair, and, in his miſtreſs? name, = 
I conjure only but to raiſe up him. 


Ben. Come, he hath hid himſelf. among theſe trees,” 
To be conforted with the hum'rous night. 


E Blind is his love, and beſt befits the dark. 


| Mer. If love be blind, love cannot hit the mark. 


8 Now will he fit under a medlar- -tree, ; ; 
And wiſh his miſtreſs were that kind of fruit 


Which maids call medlars when they EN alone, 


bo Romeo, good- night; I'II to my truckle- bed, 
© This field bed is too cold far me to Og. 


E Qome, {ſhall we go? 


Deu. Go, then, for "ts 6 in vain | 
T0 ſeek him here that means not to be found, L Exenute | 


. e E N 1. 11. | 
Chang's fo Capuler 5 Garden. | 
Enter ROMEO, | | | 
Rinne, He elks 0 at : ſcars that never felt a FEY OR 8 


| Dut, ſoft! what light thro) yonder window br eaks ? 


It is the Eaſt, and Juliet is the {un | 
| „ appears Cc „ at a ; windows 


= W 1 fair fon, and kill the envious moon, 


Who is already ſick and pale with grief. | 
That thou, her waid, art far wore fair than ſhe. 


Be not her maid, ſince ſhe | is envious ; 


= Her veſtal livery is but tick and green, | 
S And none but fools do wear it; caſt 1 it 0f— | 
It is my Lady; O! it is my love; FOE 


© that ſhe knew: ſhe were! | 
Sue e vet ts ſays nothing; what of that? 7 
. 5 | 
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Her eye diſcourſes; I will anſwer it- _ "= 
J am too bold, 'tis not to me ſhe 2 "Hit 
Two of the faireſt ſtars of all the heav'n, 
Having ſome buſineſs, do intreat her eyes 
To twinkle in their ſpheres till they return. 
What if her eyes were there, they in her head? _ 
The brightneſs of her cheek would ſhame thoſe ftars,.. 
As day-light doth a lamp : her eyes in heaven 
Would through the airy region ſtream fo bright, 
That birds would ſing, and think it were not e - 
See, how ſhe leans her cheek upon her hand! 
O that I were a glove upon that hand, 
That I might touch that NE” 
| Jul. Ah 6 e 
Rom. She peaks. 55 5 2 
Ob, ſpeak again, ditt a foo 1 his: art — 
As- glorious to this ſight, being o'er my head, — 
As is a winged meſſenger from heaven, 
Tnto the white up-turned wondering eyes 
Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him; 
When he beſtrides the lazy - -pacing clouds, 
5 And ſails upon the boſom of the air. 
Ful. O Romeo, Romeo!--wherefore art thou Romeo? 
5 Deny thy father, and refufe thy name: 
Or, if thou wilt not, be but ſworn my lere, 
And Pl no longer be a Capulet. 
Nom. Shall J hear more, or ſhalt I ſpeak at this? 2 
FJ. Tis bat thy name that is my enemy: 
Thou art thyſelf, though not a Montague. 
What's Montague? it is nor hand, nor foot, 
Nor arm, nor face, — nor any other part. 
What's in a name? that which we call a role, 
By any other name would ſmell as ſweet, 
80 Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd, 
Retain that dear perfection which he owes, |: 
Without that title: Romeo, quit thy „„ TY 
And for thy name, which is no Parr: of thee, | 5 
: Take all myſelf. 5 
Nom. I take thee at thy word: TE 
Call me but love, and I'll be new baptiz'd, 
 Henceforth 3 never will be Romeo. 


1 


02 


ide, 
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Jul. What man art thou, that thus, beſcreen'din nights 
5 1 So ſtumbleſt on my counſel? : 


Rom. By a name 


1 I know not how to tell thee akota am: 

My name, dear ſaint, is hateful to ele | 

3 Becauſe it is an enemy to thee. 85 
+1 Had I it written, I would tear the word. 


Jul. My ears have not yet drunk a pi ORE words 
Of that tongue's uttering, yet [ know. Ms found. 


1 Art thou not Romeo, and a Mountague ? 


Nom. Neither, fair ſaint, if either thee a | 


Ful. How cam'ſt thou hither, tell me, and wherefore 22 
1 The orchard-walls are high, and hard to climb ; | 
And the place death, conſidering who thou art, | 


If any of my kinſmen find thee here. 


Rom. With loye' 8 light wow did I l fer-perch. theſs 5 


walls, 


I : For ſtony limits 3 hold Jove out; * . 
And what love can do, that dares love attempt : 


Therefore thy kinſmen are no ſtop to me. 
EP vow: if they do ſee- thee, they will murder thee, | 
Kon. Alack | there lyes more peril än thine ce, 


© Than twenty of their ſwords ; look thou but doe, 


And Jam proof againſt their enmity. 
Jul. I would not for the world they ſaw thee hari: 


Nom. I have night's cloak to hide me from their eyes; 
And but thou love me, let them find me here; 3. 


My life were better ended by their hate, 


- ; Tian death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 


Ful. By whoſe direction found'ſt thou out this place? by 
Rom. By love, that firſt did prompt me to Enquire 3 2 


1 He lent me counſel, and L lent him eyes. 
I am no pilot, yet wert thou as far 
As that vaſt ſhore, waſh'd with the fartheſt ſea,. 


1 would adventure for ſuch merchandiſe, . 


Jul. Thou knoweſt the maſk. of night is, on n my face, : 
| We Elle would a maiden-blu(h bepaint my cheek | 
For that which thou haſt heard me ſpeak to-night, 


Fain would 1 dwell on form; fain, fain deny. 
* hat 4 have poke — but farewell compliment} e 


{ 
2M 
| 
4 
f 
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Doſt thou love me? I know thou wilt ſay, TH 1 
And I will take thy word yet if thou ſwear'ſt, 
Thou may'ſt prove falſe; at lovers“ perjuries, 
They ſay, Jove laughs. Oh, gentle nne 


If thou doſt love, pronounce it faithfully; 1 


Or if you think I am too quickly won, 
P11 frown and be perverſe, and ſay thee nay, bt 
So thou wilt wooe ; but elſe, not for the wo” 


In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond, 1 
Aud therefore thou may'ſt think my %avicus light z. . 


But truſt me, Gentleman, PILL prove more true 

Than thoſe that have more coying to be ſtrange, 
I ſhould have been more ſtrange, I muſt confeſs, 

Rut that thou over-heardſt, ere I was ware, 
My true Jove's paſſion ; therefore pardon me, 


And not impute this yielding to light love, 7 


5 Which the dark night hath ſo diſcovered. 
Rom. Lady, by yonder bleſſed moon I vow, = 
_ That tips with ſilver all theſe fruit-tree tops— 


Jul. O ſwear not by the moon, th? wane moon, = 
That monthly changes in her cireled orb; 


Leſt that thy love prove likewiſe variable, 
Kom. What ſhall I ſwear by? _ 
Ful. Do not ſwear at all; = 
65 if thou wilt, ſwear by thy gracious fell, 
Which is the god of my n 1 | 
| — I'll believe thee, | 
EKRom. If my true heart's love- 


Jul. Well, do not ſwear, Alba 1 joy in ee, : 


I have no joy of this contract to-night; _ 

It is too raſh, too unadvis'd, too ſudden, „„ 
Too like the lightning, which doth ceaſe to be, 

Exe one can ſay, it lightens. Sweet, good + ar | 
This bud of love by ſummer's ripening breath 

May prove a beauteous flower, when next we meet. : 
Good night, good night—as ſweet repole and reſt 

Come to thy heart, as that within my breaſt! 
Rem. O, wilt thou leave me ſo unſatisfied ? 

Ful. What ſatisfaction canſt thou have to-night 2” 


Nom, Th' enden of th y love's faithful v. vow for ming, 2 


E. 
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Jul. I gave thee mine before thon didſt requeſt it: : 
And yet I would it were to give again. 


2 Leu. Wouldſt thou withdraw it? for what purpoſe, 


Love ? 
Jul But to be frank, in) give it "hes again, 


"0 Id vet I. wiſh but for the thing I have; 
My bounty is as houndleſs as the , 
My love as deep; the more I give to thee, 


The more I have, for both are infinite. 


. 1 hear lome noiſe within, | ; Dear Love, adieu! 


[ Nurſe calls within, Dy 


| Anon, good ante.” Sweet Montague, BEV true. . 


MH Stay but a little, I will come again. te. 


ina, 


Ron. O bleſſed, bleſſed night! I am afraid, 


Hheing in night, all this is but a dream; 
0 Too flattering-ſweet to be ſubſtantial, 


Ne- enter JULLET. above. 


Jul. Three words, dear Romeo, and good ig ; | 
indeed. N | 


If that thy bent of love ks rat 5 | 
Thy purpoſe marriage, ſend me word to- morrow, 

By one that Pll procure to come to thee, 

Where and what time thou wilt perform the rite ; 5 

And all my fortunes at thy foot ll lay, 

1 5 follow thee, my love, throughout the world. 


Mithin: Madam, | 


I come non At if thou mean'ſt not well, N 
I do beſeech hes eee A By and by, | 


I come- 


| To ceaſe thy ſuit, and leaye me to wy grief. | 
To-morrow will I ſend. | 


Rom. So thrive my 6 


1 oY Jul. A thouſand. times good night, [Exit, 


Row. A thouſand times the worſe to want thy light. 


Love goes tow'rd love, as ſchool-boys from their books, 
ö But love from in tow'rds ſchool with heavy looks, 


Enter JULIET again, 
Jul. Hit! 1 hiſt! O for a faulkner's voice, 


To 9 lure this taſſel gentle bach Win. 
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Bondage is hoarſe, and may not ſpeak aloud, 
Elſe would I tear the cave where Echo pes, 
And make her airy tongue more hoarſe than mine, 
With repetition of my Rmeo. | 
Rom, It is my love that calls upon my name. 
How ſilver-ſweet ſound loversꝰ tongues by nights. 
Like ſofteſt mutic-to attending ears! 
Ful. Romeo}. 
Nom. My ſweet! 
Ful. At what o'clock to- morrow 

Shall 1 ſend to the??? 
Koni. By the hour of nine. . 
Ful. 1 will not fail: "tis twenty years cl wen. ; 
5 1 have forgot why I did call thee back. 
Rom. Let me ſtand here till thou remember it. Bn 
Jul. I ſhall forget, to have thee ſtill ſtand there ; 
 Remembiring how I love thy company. oy 


Rom. And PI ſtill ſtay to have thee Rill forger, . — 


Forgetting any other home but ma. 


Jul. 'Tis almoſt morning. I would have hee f gore, 1 


And yet no further than a wanton's bird, 
That lets it hop a little from her hand, 
Like a poor priſoner in his twiſted gyves, 

And with a ſilk thread plucks it back a, 
So loving -jealous of bis liberty. | 

Rom. I would I were thy bird, 

Ful. Sweet, ſo would I; | | 

et I ſhould kill thee with mack cheriſning. 


Good night, good night. Parting is ſuch ſweet ſorrow, 55 
That I ſhall ſay good night till it be morrow, [Exit, 
Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breaſt: \_ 


ES Would I were ſleep and peace, ſo ſweet to reſt! 


9 15 Hence will I to my ghoſtly friar's cell, | 
| His $. help t to SOPs" and my dear RIP: to ell, kenn t 
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ee m. 
| Changes to a  Monaſtry.. 


Enter Friar Lawakucz with a baſk: | 
Fri. The grey-ey'd morn ſmiles on the frownin £ night, 


beck ring the eaſtern clouds with ſtreaks of light; 


And darkneſs flecker'd, like a drunkard, reels 


From forth day's path, and Titan's burning wheels, | 


Now ere the ſun advance his burning eye, 


The day to cheer, and night's dank dew to dry, 


1 muſt fill up this oſier- cage of ours 


With baleful weeds, and precious juiced flowers, | 5 


The earth, that's Nature's mother, is her tomb, 
What is her burying grave that is her womb z 
Hand from her womb children of divers kind 
wee ſucking on her natural boſom find: 


1 Many for many virtues excellent, 


gone, 


None but for ſome, and yet all — x 
O, mickle is the powerful grace that lyes 
In plants, herbs, ſtones, and their true qualities. 


Nor nought ſo vile that on the earth doth live, 
But to the earth ſome ſpecial good doth give, 


Nor aught fo good, but, ſtrain'd from that fair uſe, | 


Revolts from true birth, ſtumbling on abuſe, 


Virtue itſelf turns vice, being miſapplied, 


And vice ſometime by action's dignified. 
Within the infant rind of this {mall flower 


rrow, 


Exit, 


reaſt:\ 


Poiſon hath reſidence, and med'cine power; 


For this being ſmelt, with that ſenſe chears each part, 


Being taſted, Lays all ſenſes with the heart, 


Tuo ſuch oppoſed foes encamp them ſtill 


| 'In man, as well as herbs, grace and rude will: 
— Full ſoon the canker death eats up that base. 


And where the worſer is predominant, 


Enter ROMEO. 


"Rot Good morrow, father | 
Fri. Benedicite “ | 


| | {What car. tongue fo bret! Calureth me ? Y 


8 Is Roſaline, whom thon didſt love ſo dear, 
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Young fon, it argues a diſtemper'd head, 1 | 
So ſoon to bid good morrow to thy bed: 

Care keeps his watch in every old wah eve, 
And, where care lodgeth, ſleep will never ly! "7 
But 3 vnbruiſed youth with unſtuff'd brai + 
Doth couch his limbs, there golden ſleep doth reien; "IF 
Therefore thy earlineſs doth me aſſure, _ 
Thou art up-rouz'd by fome diſtemp” rature; 

Or if! not ſo, then bere J hit it right, 
Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night, . 
Rem. That laſt is true, the ſweeter reſt was mine. 
Fri God pardon ſin! waſt thou with Roſaline : 1 
Nom. With Roſaline my ghoſtly father? no. 
x 1 have forgot that name, and that name's woe. 5 
„ 5 That's my good ſon: 5 e where haſt thou been 2 
pe” then 2 - | | | 
Rom. I'll tell thee ere PA aſk it me again; 5 
: 1 have been feaſting with mine enemy, 

| Where on a ſudden one hath wounded me, 

That's by me wounded ; both our remedies 

Within thy help and holy phyſic lyes; 

1 bear no hatred, bleſſed man, for, lo, 

My interceſſion like wiie ſteads my foe. : | 

Fri. Be plain, good on, and homely in thy drift ; ; 
| Rid conſeſſion finds but riddling ſhrift. = 
Ran. Then plainly know, my heart's dear love 1 is ſe . 
On the fair daughter of rich Capulet; ; | 
As mine on hers, ſo hers is ſet on mine, 
And all combin'd, ſave what thou mult combine 
By holy marriage: when, and where, and how | 
We met, we woo'd, and made exchange of vow, | 
I'ih tell thee as we paſs; but this I pray, 
That thou conſent to marry us this day. 85 
Fri. Holy ſaint Francis, what a change is here! f 


So ſoon forſaken ? Young men's love then lyes ; 

Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes. 

Jeſu Maria! what a deal of brine 

Hatch wall'd thy fallow cheeks for Roſaline? © 
How much falt-water thrown away in waſte, 


SE 
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＋o ſeaſon love that of it doth not taſte ? | 1 
5 E The ſun not yet thy ſighs from heaven clears, 
Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient ears: 

Lo, here upon thy cheek the ſtain doth fit 
. Ok an old tear that is not waſh'd off yet: 
1 | Fever thou walt thyſelf, and theſe woes thine, 
| Thou and theſe woes were all for Roſaline. 
And art thou chang'd ? pronounce his ſentence. then, 
Vomen may fall when there's no ſtrength in men. 
. Nom. Thou chidd'ſt me oft for loving Roſaline. 
12. Fri. For doating, not for loving, 1 coke mine. 
Nom. And bad'ſt me bury love. 1 . 

Fri. Not in 2 grave, | 

| To lay one in, another out to haves 5 | | | 
— Rom, I pray thee chide rot: ſhe, whom 1 lors now, e 
5 Doth grace for grace, and love for lors allow: 3 

Thee other did not ſo. | 

Fri. Oh, ſhe knew well, 

Ty! love did read by rote, and could not fpell. -- 

Du come, young waverer, come, and go with mes ” 

In one reſpect Pl thy afliſtant be: 

For this alliance may ſo happy prove, 5 

To turn your houſehold-rancour to pure love. 


ft; 5 Rom. O let us hence, I ſtand on ſudden Uaſte. 5 
„ Eri. WI: and flow ; j N {tumble that run faſt. 
2 15S ſel. | . Ts | [Evens 


e e NE We 
| | Changes fo the Stres 
LA >: Enter BENVOTLIO ond MERCUTIO. 5 


Mer Where the devil ſhould this Romeo be? 
55 Came he not home to-night? _ 
1 - Ben, Not to his father's; I ſpoke with his man. 
„„ Mer. Why, that ſame pale, hard-hearted wench, that 
Torments him fo, that he will, ſure, run mad. [Rofuline, 
Fen. Tybalt, the kinfman to old Capulet, 
Hath ſent a letter to his father's houſe, 
Mer. A challenge, on my life. | 
Ben. Romeo will anſwer it. | 5 


Ven ,, 
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Mer. Any man that can write may anſwer a letter. 
Bien. Nay, he will anſwer the letter”: 8 maſter how he 
-dares, being dar'd. | | | 
Mer. Alas, poor Rotes, ke-is already dend! abba i 
with a white wench's black eye, run through the ear 
| WI ith a love- long; the very pin of his heart cleft with 
the blind bow-boy's butt- malt 3 and is 20 a man to en- 
= counter Tybalft ! ; 
Ben. Why, what is Tybalt! 2 | Hy 
Mer. More than prince of cats *. —0Oh, he 8 6 0 cou- i 
8 rageous captain of compliments +; he fights as you 
fing prick'd longs, keeps time, diſtance, and proportion ; : 
reſts his minum, one, two, and the third in your boſom: 
the very butcher of a filk button, a duellift, a duelliſt « 
” gentleman of the very firſt houſe,” of the firſt and ſe- | 
cond cauſe, . the. mere paſlado, the Oy 
5 reverſo, | | | 
| 3 The 9 | | | f 
fer. The pox of ſuck antic, nene, affected ha 1 
ae theſe new tuners of accents :—* Jeſu! Avery | 
- = good blade !—a very tall man !—a very good whore !” 
Why, is not this a Jamentable thing, grandfire, 
tha we ſhould be thus afflicted with theſe ſtrange ies," | 
| theſe faſhion-mongers, theſe pardonnez- moyss 4, who. 
ſtand ſo much on the new form, that they cannot ſit at 
caſe on the old bench? O, their bou' „ their bou's ** 2 


* Tybalt, the name given to the cat in the ſtory-book of we 
Reynard the Fox. Warburton. ” 
+ A complete maſter of all the laws of ceremony, the prin- 
cipal man in the doctrine of punctilio. Warburton, 
All the terms of the modern fencing-ſchool were origi- 
nally Italian, the rapier, or ſmall thruſung ſword being firſt 
uſed in Italy. The bay is the wor: hat, you have it, "uſed 
when a thruſt reaches the antagoniſt ; f rom which our fencers, 
on the fame occaſion, without. knowing, I ſuppoſe, any 
2 reaſon for it, ery out, va! John.. | 
4 Pard»nez-moi became the language of doubt or bettation 
among men of the ſword, when the point bf: honour. was 
gro n fo delicate, that no other mode ot contradiction would 
be endured. John ſon. 
That is, how ridiculous they make e in crying ; 
out g and being in ecttaſies with 9 müßen 25 he has 
juſt dc ſeribed them before. Lid. | 
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| Enter Kone: 5 
Bon. Here comes Romeo, here comes Nome 4 
Mer. Without his roe, like a dried herring O fleſh, 
feth, bow art thou fiſhified! Now is he for the numbers 
that Petrarch flowed in: Laura to his lady was but a 


kitchen- wench; marry, the had a better love to be- 


rhyme her; Dido a dowdy, Cleopatra a gipſy, Helen | 
and Hero hildings and harlots; Thiſbe a grey eye or 


fo, but not to the purpole, Signior Romeo, bonjour; 
there is a French ſalutation to your Feng {lop. You | 
_ gave us the contrefait fairly laſt night. + 


Rom. Good- morrow to you both. What countreſeir = 


did I give you? 


Mer, The lip, Sir, the fp. : can you not conceive ? 
Rom. Pardon, good Mercutio, my buſinets was great, 


and, in ſuch a caſe as mine, a man may ſtrain courteſy. 


Mer. That” 8 as much as to lay, ſuch a cale as of ms 2 


conſtrains a man to bow in the hams. „ 


Rom. Meaning to curt'ſy. | 
Aer. Thou haſt molt kindly hit it. 


Rom. A moſt courteous. expolition, | 05 


Mer. Nay, I am the very 18 of courteſy, 
£ Rom. Pink for flowers 
Mer. Right. | 


5 Rom. Why wen! is my pump well- flowe er'd.- 


Mer. Sure wit——follow we this jeſt, now, till thou 


haſt worn out thy pump, that when the ſing ile ſole of it | 


35 worn, the Jeſt may in; alter the wen folely 


| ſingular. 


Rom. O ſingle- ſob'd jeſt, 
Solely ſingular for the lingleneſs! 


Mer. Come between us, N Benvolio, my Wit 
faints. | 


Rom. Switch and ſpurs, 


| Switch and ſpurs, or—T'll cry a match, 


Mer. Nay, if our wits run the wild- gooſe chaſe, 1 5 
am done: for thou haſt more of the wild-gooſe in one 


of thy wits, than, I am ſure, IJ have in wy whole mw | 


Was I with you there for the gooſe ? 
; . 
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Ron Thou waſt never with me for any thing, When 


thou waſt not there for the gooſe. 1 
Mer. I will bite thee by the ear for that jeſt, 
Non. 5 good gooſe, bite not. | 
Mer, Thy wit is a very bitter e | 

„ a wolt arp tance; =; | 

. And ie it not well ſerv'd into a ſweet FREY 1 

| Mer: 0. bere' s a wit of cheverel, that ſtretches from 

= eh Narrow to an ell broad. 


FI. 2 71 


: "BROW I ſtretch it out for that word broad: nich , 
added to the gooſe +" Proves thee far _y IE | a broad 


gooſe. 
Aer. Why, i is not this better Thi groaning for love? 


Now thou art ſociable ; Now art thou Romeo; now art 


thou what thou art, by art, as welt as by nature; for 


this drivelling love is like 4 great natural, that runs 


lolling up and dewn to hide his bauble 1 in a hole. 1 
Ben. Stop there, ſtop there. | 


Mer. Thou deſireſt me to ſtop | in my tale againſt the 3 


"hair. 
eu. Thou wouldſt elſe have made hy ah large, 


Der. O thou art deceived, I wonld have made it 
Mort; for 1 was come to the whole depth of my tale, 


a xd meant indeed to oerupy the | ATURE | no longer. 


Enter Nonsk aud PETER te man. 


Nom. Here's goodly geer: A Cail 2 fail!“ 
Her. TWo, 505 a irt and a ſmock, 
Nurſe. Peter — | | 
Peter. Anon? 
Nurſe. My fan, Peter. | | 
Mer. Do, good Peter, to hide her face: for her fan's g 
the fairer of the two. | - 
Nurſe, God ye good morrow, e f 
er, God ye ood: den, fair gentlewoman. | 
Nurſe. Is it good den? | 
Mer. *Yis no leſs, I tell you: for the bawdy hand 
of the dial 1s now upon ths prick of noon. 
* Out wow you's What a Man Are you? 
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HE Rom. One, e that God hath made, . | 


$1 
ſelf to mar. 
Nurſe. By my wok, it is ; well ſaid. Fol himſelf to 


mar, quotha ? Gentlemen, can any of 8 tell me where 
I may find the young Romeo. | 
Rom. I can tell you. But young Rows will be older 
hen you bave found him than he was when you fought 


: Nurſe, You ſay well. 

Mer. Yea, is the worſt well? 

FRY þ Very well took, i faith, wiſely, wiſely, | 
„ Nurſe, I you be he, Sir, | 

55 I deſire ſome confidence with vou. SS 

r Den. She will indite him to ſome N 

Mer. A bawd, a bawd, 2 bawd. 80 ho {— 

Rom. What haſt thou found? 

Mer. No hare, Sir, unleſs a hare, Sir, in a a lenten 
pye, that is ſomething ſtale and hoar ere it be {pcnt. 
An old hair hoar, and an old hare hoe, 's very ons 

meat in Lent; | 


But 2 . are that is 1 13 100 much for a ere, when 5 


7 it hoars ere it be ſpent. 


thither. 
i Rem. I WI ul fol low you. | 
Mer. arewell, ancient lady: 


Farewell, lady, lady, lady. LE xeunt Mer. Ben. 
Nurſe. J pray you, Sir, what ſaucy merchant was 


this that was:to full of his ropery? 
Rom. A-gentieman, nurſe, that loves to hear himſelf 


| talk, and will ſpeak more in a minute than he wilt - 


ſtand to in a moi nkh. 


9 Nur ſe. An' a ſpeak any thing ; againſt me, PI take 
bim down an' he were luſtier than he is, and twenty 
ſaci; Jacks: 8 if 1 cannot, I'll find tioſe that ſhall. 
Scurvy knave. I a n none of his flirt-gills: I am none 
of his ſkains mates. i And thou mutt ſtand by 8 and 


4 ſuffer every knave to uſe me at his pleaſure? 


[To her man, 


Fes. 1 da no man ale you, at his pleaſure: 16 1 had, 


bim. IJ am the youngeſt of that name, for fault of a worle. 


3 Romeo, will you come to your father” 87 we'll to dinner 
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my weapon ſhould have quickly been out, I warrant 


you. I dare draw as ſoon as another man, if I fee oc« 
aſton in a good quarrel, and the law on my fide, 
Nurſe. Now, afore God, I am fo vext that every part 


about me quavers. Scurvy knave! Pray you, Sir, 2 


word: : and, as I told you, my young lady bid me en- 


quire you out; what ſhe bid me ſay, I will keep to my 
ſelf. Bur firſt let me tell ye, if ye ſhould lead her in.» 
a fool's paradiſe, as they ſay, it were a very groſs kind 
of behaviour, as they fay, for the gentlewoman is 
young; and therefore, if you ſhould deal double with 


her, truly, it were an ill thing-to-be offered to 8 
gentlewoman, and very weak dealing. | 
Rom. Commend me to th 7 lady and miſtreſs. 1 pro- 


Nurſe. Good hn, and; Pfaiih, I will 1 her 25 


: wich. Lord, Lord, ſhe will be a joyful woman. 


Rom. What wile thou tell her, nurſe: ? Thou Gott not 


mar K nee. 


Nurſe. I will tell hon: Sir, that you 4o proteſt; which, | 


: as I take it, is a gentleman- like offer. 


Fm. Bid her deviſe ſome. means to come : to. Ari 


E this after n O9N 2: 
And there ſhe fall, at Friar Law rence? Feel | 
Be 2 q and married. Eere is for thy pains. 


Nur ſ2. No, truly, 5 ir, not a penny. 
Row: Go-to, 1 iay, you {hall 
Niu#fe. This afternoon, Sir? Well, ſhe. Nall be there; | 
Rom. And ſtay, good nurſe, behind the abbey- wall 
Wubin this hour my man ſhall be with thee, 


And bring the cords, made like a tackled ſtair, 
" Which to the high 10p- gallant of my joy 
Ault be my convoy in the ſecret night. 


Faro ell, be truſty, and YI quit thy pains. _ 
Nurſe. Now, God in heav'n blets. thee) hark you, 
Be 
. What ſayeſt PEARS my 1 WET 1 
Nw ſe. Is your man ſecret? did you ne er hear lay; 


Rom. | Warrant thee my" man's as true as  licel.. 


ich, 


Brist 


lere, 
alls 


you, 


Rom. Ay, nurſe, what of that? both with an R. 


Nurſe, Ah, mocker! that's the dog's name. Ri is for 
thee. No; I know it begins with another letter; and 
ſhe bath the prettieſt ſententious of it, of you and W 


mary, that it would do you goed to hear it. 

Rom, Commend me to thy lady 1 Romeo. 
Nurſe. Ay, at! houland times. Peter- 
Peter: Anon . | 

Nu? hs: Take my fan, and go before me. 


VP 
Changes to capulet s Houſe. 


Zuter JULIET. | 


Fake The lack ſtruck nine when I did tend the nurſe 2 . 


In balf an hour ſhe promis'd to return. 


Perchance ſhe cannot meet him— That's not 1 


Oh, ſhe is lame: love's heralds ſhould be thoughts, 


Mich ten times faiter lie than the ſun- beams, 
Driving back 11; adows over low'ring hills: 


T herefore do nimble-pinion'd doves draw love, 
And therefore hath the wind-i{wift Cupid. wings. | 


Now is the {un upon the higbmoſt ill 
Of this day's journey; and from nine till twelve 


Is three long hours—and yet the i not come. 
Had {he affections and warm youthful blood, 


She'd be as ſwift in motion as a ball; 


My words would ard her to my lweet love, 
And his to me; 


But old folks, marry, few as * were dead, 


| Unwicly, flow, heavy, and pale as lead. , 2 


ROMEO int TULIET: BB wy 
1 "ts Well, Sir, my miſtreſs is the ſweeteſt lady: 
Lord, Lord ! when 'twas a little pratting thing—O,— 
there is a nobleman in town, one Paris, that would fain 
lay knife aboard; but ſhe, good ſoul, had as lieve ſce 
2 toad, a very toad, as ſee him. I anger her ſome- 
times, and tell her, that Paris is the properer wan; 
but I'll warrant you, When! fay ſo, ſne looks as pale 
25 any clout in the varſal world. Doth not ne | 
and Romeo begin both with a letter? | 
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44 ROMEO and JULIET, Ac il. 
| | Enter NURSE with PETER, | 

O God! ſhe comes. O honey nurſe, what news? 
Haſt thou met with bim ? ſend thy man * 

Nurſe. Peter, ſtay-at the 3 EY [Exit Peter, 
Ful. Now, good ſweet nurſe — 
. 0 Lord, why look'ſt thou ſad? 
Though news be ſad, yet tell them merrily: 

If good, thou ſham'ſt the muſic of ſweet news, 
| By playing 't to me with fo four a face. | 
Nurſe, I am a weary, let me reſt a while ; "IE 


Fs. how my bones ake! what a jaunt have q had! 
Ful. I would thou hadſt my bones, and I thy news ! 


Nay, come. I pray thee, ſpeak Good, good nurſe, ſpeak. 


Nurſe. Jeſs! what haſte? Can you not ſtay a while? 

5 Do vou not ſee that I am out of breath? 

Jul. How art thou out of breath, when thou haſt brea th 
io ſay to me, that thou art out of breath? 

The excuſe that thou doſl make in this delay, 5 

Js longer than the tale thou Coſt excuſe. . 

Is the nevs good or bad? anſwer to that; 3 

Say either, and PII ſtay the circu mſtance : 

Let me be ſatisfied. Is't good or bad? 


Nurſe, Well, you have made a ample choice; ; you 


know not how to chuſe a man: Romeo! no, not he; 


though his face be better than any man's, yet his legs 
excel all men's; and for a hand, and a foot, and a bo- 
dv, though they be not to be talk'd on, yet they are 
i paſt compare. He is not the flower of courteſy, but, 5 


1 warrant him, as gentle as a lamb. ——Go thy ways 


wench, ſerve God. — What, bave you din'd at home ; 1 


Jul. No, no. But all this did I Enow before; 
What ſays he of our marriage ? what of that ? | 
Nurſe. Lord, how my head ates ! what a head have 1? 
” beats as it woald fall in twenty pieces. 

_ Hy back, o'th'other ſide.—0 my back, my back : 


hBieſhrew your heart for fending me about 


To catch my death with jaunting up and down. 
Jul. I'falch I'm ſorry that thou art ſo il. 


| Inacts tweet, tweet nurſe, ꝛell me e what 4 an my love? + 


ter. 


be n. ROMEO and JULIET. 45 


Nie. Your love Hays! like an honeſt gentleman, 


3 And a courteous, and a kind, and a haudſome, 
Aud, I warrant, a virtuous, —xhere 1 is your mother? 


Jul. Where is my mother? — hy, ſe is within; 


Where ſhould te de? how odly 500 reply'it! | 


2 


Your love ſays like an e eutleuun e — 


| » 7 is y 1 mother — 
>» :Nurſe. O God's 8 dear, : 
: Are you ſo hot? marry come up, - trow, 9 
Is this the Arg; for my aking bones! 75 
 Hencefo rward do your meſſages beet 


Jul. Here's ſuch a coil! Come, u hat ſays Romeo >: 
Nurſe. Have you got leave o! 80 to o Pirie to-day 2 
Ful, I have. 

Nurſe. Then hie you Hence to Friar Lawrence” cel, 


There itays a huſband to make you a wife. 


Now comes the wanton. blood up in your cheeks, 


* They'll be in ſcarlet ſtraight at any news, 
Hie you. to church: 1 mull another away, 

To fetch a ladder, by tbe which your love 

MM aſt climb a bird's neſt foon, when it.is dark. 


am the drudge and toil in your delight, 


But) you {hall bear the burden oon at night. 

: 0. TI to dinner, hie vou tot de cell. 

Honeſt n 1 nurſe, = 
well. | « 3 LE | [Excunn, 


Ful. Hie to ih 5e 


. N xv 
Changes to the Monaſtery, 


ans: Friar LawnENCE cad Rouro. 


150 So ſmile the heavens upon this holy act, 
hat after-hours with ſorrow chide us not! 
"Row: Amen, Amen! but come what ſorrow can, 


| Tt cannot countervail th? enchange of joy 
That one ſhort minute gives me in her ſighit: 


Do thou but cloſe our hands with holy words, 
Then love-devouring Death do what he dare, 
It! 15 nn I mA: but call her mine, 
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Fyi. Theſe violent delights have violent ends, - 


And in their triumph die; like fire and powder, 
5 Which, as they meet, conſume. The ſweeteſt honey 
Is loathſome in its own deliciouſneſs, - 


And in the taſte confounds the appetite 3 
Fnerefore love moderately, long love doth ſo, 


| 7e ſwift arrives as tar dy as too flow. 5 


Euler Jur izr. 


: Here « comes the lady. O, fo light a foot 


Will ne'er wear out the everlaſting flint : 3 


A lover may beſtride the goſſamer 
That idles in the wanton fummer. air, | 
And yet not fall ; ſo light is vanity. 


DF” io Good even to my ghoitly . 


Fri. Romeo ſhall thank thee, daughter, for us both. 5 


Jul. As much to him, elſe are his thanks too much. 
Nom. Ah! Juliet, if the meaſure of thy joy _ 


| Be heap'd like mine, and that thy ill be more | 


To blazon it, then ſweeten with thy breath 


This neighbour air, and let rich muſic's tongue 


Unfold th' imagin'd happineſs that both 
Receive! in either by this dear encounter. 
Ful. Conceit, more rich in matter than 1 in words, 


: Brags of his ſubſtance, not of ornament :_ 


They are but beggars that can count their worth; 


But wy true love is grown to ſuch excels, 


7 cannot ſum up one half of my wealth. 


Fri. Come, come with er me, and we will make ſhort 


Work; 


For by your . you mall not PER alone, 85 | 
Till holy church incorp'rate two in one, {| Exeur!, 


Ty ben. ROM nn 47 


ACT m. SCENE L — 
The Street. os 0 „ l 


ney 


Eur Mencurto, BznvoLro, and Servants, 1 
. BRENVOTI1o. „ 8 
PR AY 7 thee, ol Mercutio, let's retireg --— 
The day is hot “, the Capulets abroad ; | | 
| Ane if we meet we ſhall not 'ſcape a brawl; En i 
For now theſe hot days is the mad blood ltirring. | | | 
Mer. Thou art like one of thoſe fellows, that, when 
be enters the confines of a tavern, claps me his ſword 
v pon the table, and ſays, God ſend me no need of thee? 
oth, and by the operation of the ſecond cup, draws it on 
ah.” BY the drawer, when, indeed there is no need. 
Bien. Am like ſuch 4 fellow ? 
Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jak in thy 
mood as any in Italy, and as (oon moved to be moody, 5 
and as ſoon moody to be moved. | | | : 
Ben. And what to? 5 | 1 
Mer. Nay, an' tere were two ſuch; 5 we ſhould are kl 
8 none ſhortly, for one would kill the other. Thou! why : —— 
| thou wilt quarrel with a man that hath a hair more or 
h -2 hair leſs in his beard than thou haſt. Thou wilt 
| - + quarrel with a man for cracking nuts, having no other 
raeeaſon but becauſe thou haſt hafel eyes; what eye but 
hort ſuch an eye would ſpy out ſuch a quarrel? Thy head is 
a4ã2d-＋älñꝗʒ d full of quarrels as an egg is full of meat, and . 


— — — — ; 
- 2. ” = — 


N thy head hath been beaten as addle as an ego for quar- —— 2 | 
en; telling. Thou haſt quarrelled with a man for cough- | * 
arr ing in the ſtreet, becauie he hath wakened thy dog 9 

chat hath lain aſleep in the ſun. Didſt thou not fall 4 


out with a tailor ſor wearing his new doublet before 
Ea ter? with another for tying . his new ſhoes with old ; 
5 3 and yet thou wilt tutor me for quarrelling! 


| + I: is to be obſerved, thati in Italy anioff all 2NaBnations Wy 
| ue commited 9255 the heat ot tumm er; 8 4 | 


| 5 48 | ROMEO and JULIET. Afi m. | 
| Bien. If I were ſo apt to quarrel as thou art, any man 
ſhould buy the Ke: ſimple of my life. for an hour: ande 
. e 
Vor. he Yoo: corte? 0 ble! 


Enter Tys ALT, Perrvonto, and others. - 


Den. By my head here comes the Capulets. | 

ler By my heel Feare nat.. Ih 

T. yb. Follow me cloſe, for I wil ſpeak to them, 
Gentle, good- den, a word with one of you. EY 

Mer. And but one word with one of us? couple it "= 
in ſomething, mike it a word and a blow. 

Tyb. You Hall find me apt enough for gt: Sir, if 1 


a vou will give me occaſion. . : 
WI Mar. Could you not take ſome occaſion withant giving . 
* Tub. Mercutio, thou conſort'ſt with Romeo - = 

| i | Mer. Conſort! what, doſt thou make us midio lat” 


if thou make minſtrels of us, look to hear nothing but 5 
qi ſcords. Here's my fiddleſiick ; here's that Wan mak? | 
1 | Nan dance. | Come, conſort! „ * 
| il : - 5 e CANINE: Fe hand on 405 . 
110 Ben. We talk here | in the public haunt of oy 

| | E her withdraw into ſome private place, y 
| =: Dr reaſon. coldly of your grievances, | 

| Or elie depart; here all eyes gaze on us. | | 
FI © er. Men's eyes were made to look, and brikem gaze; | 

VM: 2 will not budge tor no man's e 1— 


Lf 7 » 
„ 
* 


| 
5 

I'M | : | RS 7, Ro: ko. 
| 


— 
— oo 


ll oc Fb. Well, peace be wv i vous Su nw comes my. 
Wl. © Mer. But PII be han d, . A if Wear your: meh. 
1 Marry, 90 firſt to 1 meld, 00 be Your e 
. Your wor! WP, in that ſenſe may cell him mant 
3 Ty b. Romeo, the love 1 bear.thee cay alter! 1 1 
Es: No better term than thi is, thau.avt AvV HigeN. —— cc; 
Rom. Tybalt. the reaion chat J have, to. lovenhe, 7 
x; E much excuſe the ,ppertaining rage U qo 
it _ Ds ſuch a gregting... Villain I aa-ngne,: 6 dt 
1 becks farewell. 1 lee thou know'ſt me not. if 
| 1 r 7, 
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ROMEO and JULIET. 49 
7). Boy, this ſhall not excuſe the injuries 


| That thou haſt done me, therefore turn and draws : 
Nom. I do proteſt I never injur'd theey 


1 | But love thee better than thou canſt deviſe, 56 Op 
1 „Till thou ſhalt know the reaſon of my love. 

And ſo, good Capulet, whoſe name I tender 
As dearly as I love my own, be ſatisfied. 


Mer. O calm, diſhonourable, vile ſubmiftion! 


Ah! Ia Stoccata carries it away. 


gaze; 


a ol | 7 5 


1 bt Tybalt, you rat-catcher, will es wad 


'Tyb. What wouldſt thou have with me? 


Mer. Good king of cats, nothing but one er your 
nine lives, that I mean to make bold withal; and as 
you ſhall uſe me hereafter, dry-beat the 100 of tile DT 
eight. Will you pluck your ſword out of his pilcher 
by the ears? make halte, teſt mine > be about your ears 
ere it be out. N - 


"_ I am for you. | . 
Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up. 
Mr. Come, Sir, your pa ſſado. 


I[Mercutio and Tybal Coke | 
| Rom: Dram, Benvolio, —beat down their weapons 
Centlemen for ſhame, forbear this outrage—— 
Tybalt - Mercutio—the Prince expreſsly hath. 
\ Forbidden bandying in Verona ſtreets, 
Hold, Tybalt good Mercutio. 85 


Mer. Tam hurt 
A plague on both the houſes! I am YE 


1 5 1s he gone, and hath nothing? 


Ben, What, art thou hurt? 


Mer. Ay, ay, a ſcra ich, a feratch; marry, 'is enough. 
135 Where 1 is my page? * go, villain, ſetch a ſurgeon. 5 


Nom. Courage, man. The hurt cannot be much. 


Mer. No, 'tis not ſo deep as a well, nor ſo wide as „ ; 
cChurch- dor, but 'tis enough, 'twill ſerve. Aſk for me 
__ to-morrow, and you ſhall find me a grave man. I am 
pepperid, I warrant, for this world. A plague on both 
your houſes ! what, a dog, a rat, a moufe, a cat, ta 
ſeratch 4 man to death? a a braggart, a ann a villain, b 


vor I. 5 


| [Drawing. 8 


CExir Tybat, i 


pn oe 


1 Sas 1. 
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that fights by the book of arithmetic? why the devil 
- came you between us? I was hurt under your arm. 5 


Rom. 1 thought all for the beſt. | 

Mer. Help me into ſome houſe, 8 
Or I ſhall faint. A plague: 0) both. your houſes ! 
They have made worms meat of nme. 
1 have Ty and — 0 too. Plague o your bouſes! | 


Dn Mercatio ane. ro. Q 


8 8 1 u. 


Non This beiten the prince: s near. ally, 
Aly very friend, hath got his mortal hurt 
In my behalf; my reputation ſtain d! 
With Tybalt's flander ; 3 Tybalt, that an hour 
Hath been my couſin. O ſweet Juliet, 

Thy beauty hath made me effeminate, 
And in my er ſoftewd Valour's ſteel. 


Euter BEXVOLIO. 


Hes 0 1 Romeo, brave Mercutio's dead | 
That gallant ſpirit hath aſpir'd the clouds, 
Which too untimely here did ſcorn the earth. 


Rom. This day's black fate on more days does eepend, 


T bis but begins the woe others muſt end, 
| Enter TysATr. 


5 Here cemes the furious Tybalt beck « again. 
Rom. Alive? in triumph? and Mercutio lain? | 
Away to Heavn, reſpective lenity, 

And fire-ey'd 3 be my conduct now ! 
Now, Tybalt, take the villain back again 
That late thou gav'ſt me; for Mercutio' s foul 
Is but a little way above our heads, 

Staying for thine to keep him company; 

Or thou or I, or both, muſt go with him. 


Tyb. Thou wretched boy, that didit conſor him here, ? 


Shalt with him hence. 5s 
Rom. This ſhall determine that. 
[They fig he] Tybat 1 . 


WWW 


* 


110. 


end 


here, J 


t gat 
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. The citizens are up, and Tybalt Hat os 5 
Stand not amaz'd, The Prince will doom thee death, 5 
If thou art taken. Hence. Begone. Away. | | 


= charge thee in the Prince's name, obey. 


Enter PRI NC E; MonTAGUE, C: \PULET, tir Ives, e. | 


Prin. Where are the vile beginners of this fr ay? 25 Wl 
Ben. O noble Prince, J can diſcover all 9 
. Thi 1 unlucky manage of this fatal brawl, 1 

= There lyes the man, ſlain by young Romeo, | We; 
That flew thy kinſman, brave Mercutio. . 1 

La. Cap. Tybalt, my couſin! O my brother's child!— | if | 
Prince, O—coufin—huſband—O—the blood is (pilPd in 
Of my dear kinſman. Prince, as thou art true, | Wt 

For biood of ours {hed blood of Montague, : | We 
O! couſin, coufn. i | = 
Prin. Benvolio, who began this fray? ON A .. 

Ben. Tybalt, here ſlain, whom Romeo's hand did ſlay, | Wt 

Romeo, that ſpoke him fair, bid him bethink | 1 Ii 

How nice the quarrel was, and urg'd withal | | — 
Tour high diſpleafure; all this uttered _ „% 1 
With gentle breath, calm looks, knees humbly bow'd, FS 1 


Could not take truce with the unruly ſpleen 


Who, all as hot, turns deadly point to point, Wl 
And with a martial ſcorn, with one hand beats 1 
5 5 Cold death aſide, and with the other ſends „„ 


Hen. Romeo, away. Begone: 


Rom. Oh! I am Fortune's fool. . | 
Ben. | Why doſt thou ſtay ? fi 72 [Exit Romeo, 


$7E „ * ur. 
| Enter cirizrve. 


Ca. Which way ran he that killa Mereutio? 
Tybalt, that murderer, which way ran he : „ 

Ben. There lyes that Tybalt. | 

Cit. Up, Sir. Go with me. 
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Of Tybalr, deaf to peace; but that he tilts 
With piercing ſteel at bold Mercutio's breaſt 3 
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Ft back to Tybalt, whoſe dexterity 
| Retorts it, Romeo he cries aloud, 


Hold, friends! friends part! and, ſwiſter than his tongue | 


His agile arm beats down their fatal points, 


And "twizt them ruſhes ; underneath whoſe arm. 


An envious thruſt from Tybalt hit the life 
Of ltout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled ; 
But by and by comes back to Romeo, 
Who had but newly entertain'd revenge, 


And to't they go like lighining; for ere I 


Could draw to part them, was ſtout Tybalt lain; H 
Aud as he fel] did Fomeo turn to fly. : 

This is the truth, or let Benvolio die. 

La. Cap. He is a kinſman to the Montagues; ; 
Affection makes him falſe, he ſpeaks not true. 
Some twenty of them fought in this black dri, | 

And all thoſe twenty could but kill one life. 

I beg for juſtice, which thou,. Prince, muſt give; 'FE 

: Romeo ſlew Tybalt, Romeo mult not live. 

Prin. Romeo flew him, he ſlew Mercutio ; 

Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe? 

La. Mon. Not Romeo, Prince, he was  Mereutio': 

friend; | 

His fault concludes but what the law one end, 

The life of Tybalt. 

Prin. And for that offerce, 

| Immediately we do exile him hence: 

I hav? an intereſt in your hearts? proceeding, _ 

My blood for your rude brawls doth ly a bleeding ; : 
But I'll amerce you with ſo-ſtrong a fine, 
That you ſhall all lament the loſs of mine. 

I will be deaf to pleading and excuſes, | 

Nor tears nor prayers ſhall purchaſe our abuſes ; 
Therefore uſe none; let Romeo hence in haſte, 
Elſe, when he's found, that hour is his laſt, 
Hear hence his body, and attend our will: 


: wy but 8 pardoning mae that kill 1 eren, 


Act III. 


Nl 3 — 11 1 ; x - * * 


, 835 2 = ging e hae * 


— 


13 


III. 


gue 


tio 


4 1 ROMEO and Jurter. . 


N e 
| Changes ro. an Apartment in capulet 9 horſe 


8 = Euler JurIET ahne. | 
7. Gallop apace, you fiery- footed ſteeds, | 


Tow! rds Phoebus? manſion ; ſuch a ke - tcnec 
As Phaeton, would whip you to the welt, 

And bring in ctoudy night immediately, : 

| Spread thy cloſe curtain, love- performing NY 15 

Tbat run-aways eyes may wink *, and Romeo 
0 Leap to theſe arms untalk'd of and unicen, 
Lovers can fee to do their am'rous rites 

By their own beauties; or, if love be blind, 
It beſt agrees with night. Come, civil night, 
Thou ſober- ſuited matron, all in black, | 
And learn me how to loſe a winning match, 


Play'd for a pair of ſtainleſs maidenheads. 


Hood my un man'd blood +, baiting in my cheeks, 
With thy black mantle ; till ſtrange love, grown bold, 
"Thinks true love acted, ſimple modeſty. 

Come, night; come, Romeo ! come, thou day i in ni 


.S V 
For thou wilt ly upon the wings of night, 


Wbiter than ſnow upon a raven's back: 
Come, gentle night; come, loving, black- brow'd bigüt? 
Give me my Romeo, and, when he ſhall die, 


Take him and cut him out in little ſtars, | 
nd he will make the face of heaven ſo fine, 
That all the world ſhall be in love with night, 


And pay no worſhip to the gairiſh ſun. 
0, I have bought th2 manſion of a love, 
But not po ſleſsd it; and thongh I am fold, 


* I think it not improbable that the Poet wrote, 

Lat Rumour's eyes may-wink, Reviſal. | 

+ Theſe are all terms of falconry. An unmanned. hawk, is: 
one that is not brought to endure company. Baiting, or,, 
5 it is more properiy whitten, bating, is fluttering with the, 


| eise as ſtriving to tly away. Tha: hiwks are hooded in 


order to reclaim them, is, 1 ſuppoſe, univerſally known. 


Y : dec Chambers 8 Dictionary under the word Hawking, Ibide- 
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54 ROMEO and JULTET. Act III. 
Not yet enjoy'd ; ſo tedious is this day, bh, 
As is the night before ſome feſtival, | 
To ay, impatient child that. hath. new robes, | e 
5 — dh Not wear them. O, here comes wy nurſes k 


Enter Nonsk with gords, | 


And he lia news; and every tongue that ſpeaks... 
But Romeo's name, freaks heavenly gray Ty 

Now, nurſe, what news? what haſt thou there 2 

; The cords that Romeo bid thee ne, | 


Nurſe, Ay, ay, the cords. 
Ful. Ah me, what news? 


; why doſt thou wring thy hands? 


Nur ſe. Ah, welladay, he's dead, he's dead, he's dead! 
We are undone, Lady, we are undone. 


: Al bk the day ! he's gone, he's killd, he” 8 dead. 


Jul. Can Heaven be ſo envious ? 2. 
Nurſe. Romeo can, 


” Though H eav'n cannot. 0 Romeo! 1 Romeo | 
ho ever would have thought it, Romeo? 


Jul. What devil art thou, that doſt torment me thus? 


his torture ſhould be roar'd in diſmal hell. 
Hath Romeo flain himſelf? ſay thou bat, I; 5 
And that bare vowel, I, ſhall poiſon more. 
: Than: the ts dro eye. of cockatrice. 


Nur ſe. I ſaw the wound, I ſaw eit with mine eyes, 
(God ſave the mark), here on his manly breaſt. . 


A piteous corſe, a bloody piteous corſe ; Dy 
Pale. pale as aſhes, all bedawb'd in blood, 
All in gore blood. I ſwooned at the fi ight. 


Jul. O break, my heart JN pour bankrupt, break 
aàt once: 
To priſon, eyes! ne'er look on A ; 


Vile earth to earth reſign, end motion here, 
And thou and Romeo pre ſs one heavy bier! 


| Nurſe: O Tybalt, O Tybalt, the beſt friend 1 bad 2 


O courteous Fybalt, honeſt gentleman, 

: That ever I ſhould live to fee thee dead! „ 
Ful. What ſtorm is this, that blows fo. contrary 1-1 
* Romeo Gaughter's 3 2 and 3 is Tybalt Goa? 4 


uU. 


ad! 


aus? 


reak. 
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My dear-lov'd couſin, and my dearer Lord? 
Then let the trumpet ſound the general doom ; 7 3 5 
Por who is living, if thoſe two are gane? 
Nurſe. Tybalt is dead. and Romeo baniſhed, FT 
EKRomeo, that kill'd him, he is banihed. 


Jul. O God ! did Romeo's hand ſhed Tybales blood? 
* Nurſe. It did, it did. Alas the day! it did. 5 
Jul. O ſerpent-heart, hid with a flow? ring face! 


Did ever dragon keep. fo fair a cave: P.. 
Beautiful tyrant, fiend angelical! | | | 
Dove feather'd raven! wolviſh rav 'ning lamb! 
Deſpiſed ſubſtance, of divineſt ſhow! . 
juſt oppoſite to what thou juſtly e e 
A damned faint, an honourable villain! _ . 
O Nature! what hadſt thou to do in hell, 


When thou didſt bower the ſpirit of a fend: 


In mortal paradiſe of ſuch ſweet fleſh ? 7 

Was ever book, containing fuch vile matter, 

So fairly bound? © that wan ſhould dyell. 
3 In ſuch a-gorgeous palace! | 


Nurſe. There's no 3 | 
No faith, no honeſty in men; all ers. 
All, all forſworn ; all naught; and all afemblers, 


Ab, where's my man? Give me ſome aqua vite—— _ 
__ Theſe griefs, theſe woes, theſe ſorrows make me ola: 


Sbame come to Romeo! Jo. 
Jul. Bliſter'd be thy tongue 


* ro, ſuch a wiſh.! he was not dann to ane 


Upon his brow ſhame is alhanvd to fit; PLD 
For 'tis a throne where honour may be crown's 


4 Sole monarch of the univerſal earth, | 7 


O, what a beaſt was I to chide him ſo ? 


Nurſe. Will you' 9 well of him that kit. your: 
couſin? 


Jul. Shall I ſpeak ill of bim hath is my hoſhand? 


| T Ab; poor my Lord, what tongue ſhall ſmooth thy name, 


When I, thy three hours wife, have mangled it! 


But wherefore, villain, didit thou kill my couſin? 
3 Tus lin cauſin wouls | have od Lu balbande 
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Back, fooliſh tears, back to your. native e ſpriog; ** 
Your tributary. drops belong to woe, t 
Which you, miſtaking, offer up to joy. | 
My huſband lives, that Tybalt would have ſlain; " 
Aud Tybalt's dead, that would bave kilPd my huſband; . 
All this is comfort; wherefore weep I then? | 
Some word there was, worſer than Tybalt's deal, | 
That murder'd me; I would forget it fain; 
But, oh ! it preſſes to my memory, _ 
Like damned g uilty deeds to ſinners' Wind SEE 
5 Ty bali ig dead, and Romeo baniſhed 1 15 
That baniſhed, that one word baniſhed, „ 
Hath flain ten thouſand Tybalts. Tybalt? 8 deal 
Mas woe enough, if it had ended WET. 
Or if {our woe delights in fellowſhip, 5 
Aud needly will be rank d with other ES 
Why follow'd not, when ſhe faid T) dead, or 1 
Thy father or thy mother, nay, or 69h 555 8 
Which modern lamentation might have mov d! 
But with a rear-ward following Tybalt's death, 
Romeo 10 bauiſoed to ſpeak that world. | 
Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Jake, MO 
All lain, all dead !—Romeo is bauiſhed 1. 
There is no end, no limit, mealure, bound; 
In that word's death: no words can that woe ſound, 
Where is wy father, and my. mother, nurſe? 
_ Nurſe, Weeping and wailing over Tybalt's corſe. ̃ 


Will vou go to them ? I will bring g you thither..._ 
Nil. Waſh they his vounds with tears? mine e ſhall 

"a ſpent, N | | „ 
When theirs are dry, for Remes 5 Fan ihen DS 


Take vp thoſe cords poor ropes, you are > beguil'd, 
Both you and I, for Romeo is eziPd. | 
He made you for a highway to my bed; 
But I, a maid, die maiden widowed, | 
| Come, cord; come, nurſe; I'll:to my e ded; 
And. death, got Romeo, take my maidenhead! 
. Nurſe. Hie to your chamber; Þ!1 find Romeo 
To comfort you: I wot well where he is. 


1 | 


bs: 


S 
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And thou art wedded to calamity. 


That] yet know not? 


Not body's death, but body's banifiment. 


| Much more than death. Do not ſay baniſhment. | 
Ze patient, for the world is broad and wide. 
But purgatory, torture, hell itſelf. 


And world-exibd, is death. That baniſbed 

Is death miſ-term'd; calling. death baniſhment, 
Iuhou cut'ſt my head off with a golden axe, 

And ſmibſt upon the ſtroke that murders me. 


WA Thy fault our Jaw calls death; but the kind Prince, 
Taking thy part, hath ruſh'd aſide the law, 
And turn'd that black word, death, to baniſhments. 


Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night. 
I'll to him; he is hid at Lawrence? cell. | 
"oor. Oh find kink: give this ring to my true knight, 
6 bye] him W N to take his laſt yy ewell. 
„„ „„ | [Exeanz 
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"Tater Friar LawnexcE and Ronge. | 


n Romeo, come forth ; come forth, thou fearful | 
man. ny 
Affi gion is ia of Fur parts, 


— r ESSE 3 


Ram. Father, what news? what is the Prince's deem 
What ſorrow craves e at TOP: hard, | 
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Fri, Too familiar | | 

Is my dear ſon with web . company. | 

1 bring thee tidings of the Prince's doom. 
Rom. What leſs than doomſday is the Prince's doom 7 
Fri. A gentler judgment vaniſh'd from. his lips 3. | 


1 
4 
aj 


Rom. Ha, baniſhment ! be merciful, ſay death; 
|. For: exile hath more terror in his look, 5 


Fri. Here from Verona art thou baniſhed, _ 
Rom. There is no world without Verona's * 


. 


Hence baniſhed, is baniſh'd from the world; 


Fri. O deadly fin! O rude unthankfulneſs ! 


This 4 dear mere, and thou ſeeſt it f not. 
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Where Julict lives; and every cat and dog 
Aud little mauſe, every unworthy thing, 


Lives here in heaven, and may look on her; ; 
But Romeo may not. More validity, 


More honourable fate, more courtſhip lis es 


In carrion flies than Romeo: they Hay ſeize. 
On the white wonder of dear Juliet's hand, 


And ſteal immortal bleſings from her lips; 
| Which eva in pure and veſtal modeſly 
Still bluſh, as thinking their own kiſſes fi; z 
This may flies do, when from this muſt fly: 1 
And ſay'ſt thou yet, that exile is not death 2 


| | But Romeo may not; he is baniched. 


HFHadſt thou no poiſon mixt, no- charp Saad knife, 


No ſudden mean of death; tho? ne'er ſo ans 


Rut baniſhed to kill me? baniſhed? 


O Friar, the damned uſe that word i in hel; 


_ Howlings attend it : how haſt thou the bean, | 
Being a divine, a ghoſtly confe ſſor, | 
A ſin-abſolver, and my friend profeſt, 
To mangle me with that word, baniſhment? _ 
Fi. Fond madman, hear me ſpeak. _— _ 

Nom. O, thou wilt ſpeak again of banithment. 
Fri. I'll give thee armour to keep off that W ord, 
Adverbiy' s ſweet milk, philoſophy, 


To comfort thee, tho' thou art baniſhed. 


Rom. Yet baniſhed? hang up phi loſophy : 
Unleſs philoſophy can make a ſuliet, 
Diſplant a town, reverſe a Prince's doom, 
| I helps not, it prevails not, talk no Of Coo 
Fei. O, then I ſee that madmen have no ears. 


Rom, How ſhould they, when that wiſe 1 men 1 hav: | 


no eyes? 
Fri. Let me difonte with: 1 of thy bats. Ty 
Nom. Thou canit not {peak of what thou doſt not feel: 


5 1 thou as young as I, Juliet thy bel wy 


| An hour but married, Tybalt murdered, 
| Doating like me, and like me baniſhed; 


ho Then win men peak, then might'l thou rear thy hair, | 5 


Rom. ”Tis torture and not mercy. . Heay'n | is here, = 


9 Act III. R 0 ME 0 avd 1. U L I E 1. | 59 | 
And fall upon the ground, as I do now, i 

; © Taking the monſters of an unmade grave, nd ng 1 
5 ; [Throwing himſelf upon the gr chad; | — 
Fri. ariſe, « one e knocks, ; Good Romeo, hide thyſelf, 1 

ns [Knocking within, © i 

"Rom: Not I, "unleſs the Loans af heart. ſick groans, e 0 

Miſt- like, infold me from the ſearch of eycs. e 5 i 
Fri. Hark, how they knock canes beck 5 there?) A 

: Romeo, arile. » d 
5 e e be tak en— (ſtay a while)—fand v up: — 
1 [Knocks, =_ 
Run to my Ntady—(By ind by)—God's will! „„ | # 
What wilfulneſs is this ?—TI come, I come. [Knoth, 5 | | 
Who 1 ſo hard? whence come you ? what $ Your. | 1 

5 Will? | : — 

Nu ſe within] Let me come in, and you men e — 

my errand; 7 | 4 


'T come from Lady Tultet.- . 
Fri, Welcome then. 


Enter NorSE. | 


Ce ered 2 11 
pg — . p —- " , - 
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5 Nurſe. 0 bots Friar, oh, tell me, holy Fir, j 
_ - Where is my Lady's Lord? where's Romeo? 10 
= Fri. There, on the ground; with his own tears made „ 1 
drunk. 5 1 ll 
| Nurſe. O he is even in my willte l caſe, | 4 
| Wh in her caſe; O woeful ſympathy! | | | 4 
Piteous Solis ev'n ſo lyes ſhe, 1 
Blubb'ring and weeping, weeping and blubbering. ß 


Stand up, ſtand up: — ſtand, an' you be a man: 
For Juliet's fake, for her foes: riſe and ſtand. 
Why ſhould you fall i into ſo deep an- 
„ +2 - Rom, Oh, Nurſe! | 
a  Narſe. Ah Sir! + Sir!—Death i is the 05 of all. 


r 


— 


1 Kon. Spe ak'ſt thou of Juliet? how is it with her??: | 
5 Doth not ſhe think me an old murderer, 5 ih! 
elit > Now I have ſtain'd the childhood of our joy _ 1 
With blood, remov'd but little from her own? . —_ 7 
Wl Where is ſhe ? and how does ſhe ? and w bat 5 3 | 10 
ale, * conceaFd lady to our cancel'd lore: FN | 5 i 
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Mert. O, ſhe ſays nothing, Sir; but weeps and 7 

5 And now falls on her bed, and then ſtarts-up; 
And Fybalt cries, and then on n Romeo calls, 5 

And then down falls again. e 

Rom. As if that name, 
Shot from the deadly Rvel of 2 gun, 8 

Did murder her, as that name's curſed hand | 
Murder'd her kinſman.— Tell me, Fri riar, tell me, 
In what vile part of this anatomy 

Doth my name lodge? tell wy. that I may lack. 8 
The hateful manſion, _ Keen his WI TY „ 

ii. Hold thy defperate hand. To = 
— 4 thou a man? thy form cries out they: art. 5 1 

Thy tears are womaniſh, thy wild acts denote 
I unreaſonable fury of a beaſt, _ ES 
VUnſeemly woman in a ſeemirg man! 

And ill-beſeeming beaſt in ſeeming vork ! 1 5 
Thou haſt amazed me. By my holy order, 

I thought thy diſpoſition better temper'd. — = 
Haſt thou ſlain Tybalt? wilt thou ſlay thyſelf? | — 
And ſlay thy lady, that in thy life lives, 5 . 
By doing; damned hate upon thyſelf? 


Why raibſt thou on thy birth, the hear” n, and earth, * 

| Since birth, and heav'n, and earth, ali three do meet 4 

In thee at once, which thou at once wouldſt loſe ? 3 

Fy, fy! thou ſhanbſt thy ſhape, thy love, * w ir, 0 

Which, like an uſurer, abound'(t in all, 1 5 1 1 

And uſeſt none in that true te inden m. 1 

Which ſkvuld bedeck thy ſhape, thy bing: thy wit, F 8 

Thy r. oble {ape is but a form of war, 8 1 Hi 
Digreſſing from the valour of a man; * Be 

Thy dear love ſworn, but bollow perjury, „ 

Killing that love which thou haſt vow'd to cheriſh; 2! 

Thy wic, that ornament to ſhape mind love, ee 
 Miſ-ſhapen in the conduct of them both, — 05 

| Like powder in a ſkill- le ſs ſoldier's flaſk, ER 803 
=; Is ſet on fire by thine-own ignoranct(ce. An. 
* thou diſmember'd with thine own defence, re 


* ba rouſe they, man, * J uliet | is we 05 Ge 


4 


Lad 


To blaze your marriage, reconcile your friends 


Beg pardon of thy Prince, and call thee back 
With twenty hundred thouſand times more joy, 2 
Than thou went'ſt forth in lament ation. 
Go before, Nurſe. Commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haſten all the houſe to bed, 
Which heavy ſorrow makes em apt unto. wy 
| Romeo 18 coming. 


Nute. O Lord, 1 could have d here all "nia 
: long, 


: To bear good counſel. Ob, wh aan is! y 
| y Lord, Ill tell my Lady you will cowe. 


Rom. Do ſo, and bid my ſweet pr epare to 4 | 
Nurſe. Here, Sir, a a ring: the bid me give you, Sir: 


Hie you, make haſte, for it grows very late. 


Rom. How well my comfort is reviv'd by this! 


| Fri. Go hence. Good night. And hors: ſtands all 5 


your ſtate, 


5 Eiher begove before the etch be FOE | 1 
Or by the break of day, diſguis'd from hence. 5 
 _ Sojourn in Mantua: I'll find out your man, 
And he ſhall ſignify from time to tige 
Every good hap to you that chances 8 
. Gre me pI hand. id late. Farewell. Good night. 


4 m. ROMEO and JULIET. &r. 
| 3 For ves dear ſake thou waſt but lately dead: 
- Tnere art thou happy. Tybalt would kill W 
But thou ſlew'ſt Tybalt; there thou'rt happy too. 
The Jaw, that · threatned death, became thy friend, 
| 1 And turn'd it to exile ; there art thou happy + : a 
A pack of blcilings light upon thy back, 
Happineſs courts thee in her beſt array; 
But, like a miſbehav'd and ſullen wench, 
© Thou pour'lt upon thy fortune and thy love. 
Take heed, take heed, for ſuch die miſerably,” 
Go, get thee to thy love,- as was decreed, 
Aſcend her chamber; hence, and det her : 25 
hut look thou ſtay not "till the watch be ſet; 
Por then thou canſt not paſs to Mantua, e 
Where thou ſhalr live, *wull- we can find a toms. 
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Rom. But that a joy, paſt joy, calls out on me, 
| SOM were a * to brief to © aa wi Ou Lan. 


* c E N * VI. 
| Changes 70 Capuler's s Horſe. 


Leier cervrxkr, Lady Capurer, and Pants, = 


3 Cap. Things have fallen out, Sir, ſo unluckily, 
That we have had no time to move our OE 
Look you, the lov'd her kinſman Tybalt dearly, 
And fo did IJ. Well, we were born to die. — 2 5 
?Tis very late, ſhe'll not come down to- night. e 
I promiſe you, but for your company, 

I would have been a-bed an hour ago. 
Par. Theſe times of woe afford no time to weoe. 


5 | Madam, good night. Commend me to your ene 
La. Cap. I will; and know her mind vary”. to- EY 


| morrow; | | 

To. i ſhe's mew*d up to hes bespielt. 

Cap. Sir Paris, I will make a deſperate render 

by of my child's love. I think ſhe will be ruPd_ 
In all reſpects by mez nay more, I doubt it not. | 
Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed; 7 
Acquaint her here with my ſon Paris? et: EY 
And bid her, mark you me, on Wedneſday Next,— 


_ But, ſoft ; what day is this? 


Par. Monday, my Lord. 


Lap. Monday ? Ha! ba! well, Wedneſday is too . 


JJ 
On Thurſday let it be. O Thurſday, rell her, 


. — ſhall be married io this noble Earl. 


| ini you be ready? Do you like this baſte ? | 
: Welt keep no great ado—a friend or two 
For, hark you, Tybalt being ſlain ſo late, 

It may be thought we held him carelefaly, - 


Being our kinſman, if we reve] much; 


Therefore we'll have ſome half a dozen friends, _ 


f And there' s an end. Nat What lay you to | Thurkday * 


4 AR . ROMEO and | JULIET. 8. 


Par. My Lord,. . would chat Thursday were nad 
morrow. | 
Ca ip. Well, get 1 you gone—on Thurſay bs it then. e 

Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed; [To Lady Cap. 5 


Prepare her, wife, _ this wedding- day. 
PRESS my LOT, 


Light to my chamber, Hr 
that we may call | 


be It early by and i by. Good night. . eu : 


* © * NE: Pu. 


Jolier 4 c hamber, loking to the garden,” 


E aun Ro and Jour 1 at a 2 window; a a lads. 


. fer Y 8 805 fits 


Ful. w ilt thou be gone? It! is not yet near r day; 2 


It was the nightingale, and not the lark, 
That pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine ear; 5 
Nightly ſhe ſings on yon pomegranate tree: 


Believe me, love, it was the nightingale. _ 
| Rom. It was the lark, the herald of the morn, 


No nightingale. Look, love, what envious ſtreaks 
Do lace the ſevering clouds in yonder ealt ; 


Nights candles are burnt out, and jocund day 

Stands tiptoe on the miſty mountains? tops. 

I muſt be gone and live, or ſtay and die. 
Jul. Yon light is not day-light, I know it well; 


It is ſome meteor that the ſun exhales, 


To be to thee this night a torch-bearer, 


And light thee on thy way to Mantua; 
| Then ſtay a while, thou ſhalt not go fo "OY 


Rom. Let me be ta'en, let me be put to death, 
y am content, if thou wilt have it ſo. | 


P fay, yon grey is not the morning's eye, 
is but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow 3 _ 
Dor that is not the lark, whoſe notes do hows. 


The vaulty heav'ns ſo high above our heads, 


1 I have: more care to ſtay than will to go. 


F 2 
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Come dess b, and welcome ; Juliet wills it fo. | 
How is't, my ſoul? let's talk, it is not day. 
Jul. It is, it is; bie hence, be gone, aw ay. | 

II is the lark that ſings ſo out of tune, 7 
Straining harſh diſcords and unpleaſing ſharps. 

Some ſay the lark wakes ſweet diviſion; 

This doth not ſo; for ſhe divideth 8 

Some ſay the lark and loathed toad chang? qd eyes; 

O naw I would they had chang'd voices 1 

Since arm from arm that voice doth us affray, 

Hunting thee up with huntſup to the day. © 

5 0 now be gone, more light and light it grows. 
| Rom, More light and Tight More dark ank dart 
„ Woes. 


Enter Nuss. 


Narſe. Madam N 
Ful. , Oe 8 
e ee Your lady mother 8 coming to your chamber; 3 
Th e day is broke, be wary, look about. [Exit Nurſe. | 
Jul. Then, window, let day in, and let life out. 
| Kon. F Ween, farewell ; one «ki and PII deſcend, 
| [Romeo deſcends. 
Jl. Art thou! gone fo? Love! Lord | ab, Holbane 
7 _ Faend! | | 
I muſt hear from thee ev'ry- day in t hour, 
For in a minute there are many days. 
O, by this count I ſhall be Wal in years, 
Ere 1 again behold my Romeo. : 
Rom. Farewell; I will omit no. opportunity 
That, may convey my greetings, love, to tbee. 
Jul. O think'ſt thou we ſhall ever meet again? 


Rom. I doubt it not; 3 and all theſe Woes thall ſerve ' 5 


For ſweet diſcourſes in our time to come. 
Jul. O God! I have an ill-divining foul, 
Miethinks I fee thee, now thou art below, 

As one dead, in the bottom of a tomb : 

- Baker FP. FO 8 or - ben; look" pate. 


An 


n 


OS 


| pry ies drinks « our . Adieu, adieu. = 
e L Exit Romeo. 


f Act III. ROMEO and JULI ET. 5 65 


Rom. and truſt me, love, i in mine eye ſo do you: 2 


s c E NE vm. 


Jul. oh F Fortune, all men all thee belle 5 
If thou art fickle, what doſt thou with him 
That 1 is renown'd for faith? Be fickle, Fortune: 
Por then, I hope, OT” wilt not 6 8 him ene 
t ſend. him back. > | 


Enter Lady & Caper, 


7 Cap. Ms, daughter, are you up? + | 
Jul. Who is't that calls? Is it my lady mother > 


Is the not down ſo late, or up ſo early? 
What unaccuſtom'd cauſe g rocures her hither ; 255 


La. Cap. Why, how now, n 7 
Jul. Madam, I am not „ 


La. Cap. Evermore weeping for your couſin? 8 6 2 


What, wilt thou waſh him from his grave with tears ? 
An' if thou couldft. thou couldſt not make him live 


| herefore have done. Sonie grief ſhews much of low, 5 
But much of grief thews ſüill ſome want of wit. 


Jul. Yet ſet me weep for ſuch a feeling loſs. 


La. Cap. 80 ſhall you. feel the 7 but not the 2 


Friend: 


| Vi nich vou do weep foe: 


Jul. Feeling fo the los, 


I cannot chuſe but ever w eep the friend. 


La. Cap. Well, git], thou weep. It: not 0 mueh for! 
| death, . | 
As that the villain lives which Nanghterd him. 
Jul. What villain, Madam? = 
72. Cap. That ſame villain, Romco. - 
Jul. aſide.] Villain and he are many mils 2funder, 


a God pardon him! L do with all my heart, | 
And yet no man like he doth grieve n, y heart 


£6, Cape That 4 is, becauſe the traitor 3 8 
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6 ROMEO And JUETIE T. At1H, 


J Ay, Madam, from the reach of theſe my han 9 | 


| *Would 1 none. but I might *venge my couſin's death! 


La. Cap. We will bare ee for it, fear thou - 


not. | 
Then weep no more. mn ſend to one in Mantua, 
Where that ſame baniſh'd runagate doth live, 
Shall give him ſuch an unaccuſtom'd uo] 
That he ſhall ſoon keep Tybalt company. 
Ang: then I hope thou wilt be fatisfy'd. 
Jul. Indeed I never ſhall be ſatisfied | 
With Romeo, till I behold him, dead 
Is my poor heart fo for a kinſman vext ? 8. 
| Madam, if you could find out but a man 
Io bear a poifon, I would temper it, 
Tha Romeo thould, upon receipt ther eof, 
Soon ſleep ! in quiet. 0 how my heart . 5 


To hear him nam'd, - and cannot come to bim WM 


To wreak the Jove. I bore my Naughter'd couſin, 
pes his body that hath favghter'd him”; 


La. Cap. Find thou the e and PI find ſuch a 423 


man. | 

| But now I' tell thee joyful tidings, ng 

Jul. And joy comes well in ſuch a ges time. 
V hat are they, I beſeech your Ladyſhip? _ 


La. Cap. W ell, well, thou haſt a careful father, child, * | 


One, who, to put hes from thy beas ineſs, 

| Hath ſorted out a ſudden day of joy, 

That thou expea' it not, nor J Jook'd not for.” 
Jul. Madam, in happy time, what day is ibis? 


La. Cap. Marry, my child, early next Thurſday mon, 


The gallant, young, and noble gentleman, 

The County Paris, at St Peter's hure, | 
Shall bappily make thee a joyful bride. 

Jul. Now, by St Peter's church and Peter too, 
Ile ſhall not make me there a joy ful bride. | 


5 5 wonder at this baſte, that I muſt wed. 


Fre he, that muſt be huſband, comes to wooe, 
I pray you, tell my lord and farher Madam, 


1 will not MATTY ers and when 1 * 


de m. ROMEO and 40 LIEM (6 


oF It ſhall be Romeo, whom you know I hate, 


RF * ather than Paris. — Theſe are news indeed! 


La. Cap, Here comes Four erg: tell n ſo yours. 


ſelf, 


| ; And lee HOW he will take it at your bands, 


| Fete carvrEr tad NuRss.. : 
| Cop. When the ſun ſets, the air doth drizzle dew * 


ut for the ſunſet of my brother” 8 * 
It rains downright.— 9 . 
Hlow now? a conduit, girl? 1 gin! in tears ? 


1] Evermore ſhow? ring? in one little body 


9 


Thou coun terfeit'ſt a bark, a ſea, a w md; 
Por ſtill thy eyes, which I may call the ſea, . 
- Do ebb and flow with tears; the bark thy. body i is, 


Sailing in this ſalt flood; the winds thy fiohs, 


: * hie! is raging. with thy tears, and they with them, 
Without a ſudden calm will overſet ; 


Thy tempeſt E-rolled. body. —— How now, wife 2 
Have you deli er'd to her our decree? 


La. Cop. Av, Sir; 3 but the will none; the 8 ves you | 


thanks, 7 


1. owl the fool were mar: ried. 1 to N grave! re | 
: p. FR take me with you, take me with. you, wiſh: 
How, will the none? Doth ſhe not give us thanks ? 


N 


18 8 not proud, doth ſhe not count her bleſs? 
Unworthy as ſhe is, that we have wreught 
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom ? 


Jul. Not proud you have; but thankful that 7 


have: 
3 can I nev er bs of what I "IS 


| But thankful even for bate, that is meant love. | 
Cap. How now! | how now! {op 8 What 28. 


this 75 


Proud! and TI thank you! ! 4 I thank: you ner! N 
And yet not proud !— Why, Miſtreſs Minion, SES 
Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds, 

But ſettle your fine joints 'gainſt Thurſday Keats, 
| To 89 wich Paris to St Peter” 8 church, e 


——— 3 noob 
— — 


s ROMEO and JULIET. Amn. 


Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 

Out, you green- ſiekneſs carrion ! IN you baggage ! 1 
Jou tallow- face! | 
La. Cap. Fy, ſy, what, are you mad ? | | 
Jul. Good. father, I beſeech you en my knees, 5 5 
Hear me with patience, but to ſpeak a word. 


Cap. Hang thee, young baggage ! diſobedient wretch! 


I tell thee what, get thee to church o n 
Or never after look me in the face. | 
Speck not, reply not, do not anſwer m. 
My fingers itch. Wife, we ſcarce thought us bleſsd 
That God hath ſent us but this only child; 
But now I ſee this one 1s one too much, 
And that we have a curle-3 in having her : 
Out on her, hilcing! 
Nurſe, God in 0 bleſs herl. 
| Y ou are to blame, my Lord, to rate her fo. 5 


Cap. And why? my Lady Wiſdom, hold your tongue, ö | 
ns Good Prudence, ſmatter with your gofſips; go. 
_ Nurle. I ſpeak no treaſon—O os e 25 den— 


"Hay not one ſpeak? 

Cap. Peace, peace, you + vadbac fool; 
Utter your gravity o'er a poſlip's bowl, 5 
For here we need it not.” - 

La. Cap. You. are too hot. 


Cape God's bread! it makes me mad: day, nige | 


| late, early, | 

At kao, abroad, alone, in company, = 
Waking or fleeping. ſtill my care hath been 
To have her match'd : and having now provided 

- A gentleman of noble parentage, | 

: of fair demeſns, youthful, and nobly allied, 

Stuff 'd, as they ſay, with honourable parts, 
Proportion” d as one's thought would with a man: WE 
And then to have a wretched puling fool, | 
A whining mammet, in her fortune's render, 

To anſwer, PI not wed, —I cannot lo: e, 
I am too young, -I pray you pardon me. 
But if you will not wed, I'll pardon you: ; 


. m re Reg. oe 


. AA l. ROMEO and JULIET: 9 
5 Graze W here you will, you ſhall not houſe with me; of 
Look to't, think on't, 1 do not uſe to jeſt. 
Tiurſday is near; lay hand on heart, adviſe ; 
1 1 700 be mine, I'll give you to my friend; 
I you be not, hang, beg, ſtarve, die i the frees; 
Por, by my v foul, I'll n&er acknowledge 3 
For what is mine ſhall never do thee good, 1 
Truſt ton, bethipk you, Dl. not be forſworn. Exit. 
Jul. Is there no pity ſiiting in the clouds, 
* That ſees-into the bottom of my grief? 
O, ſweet my mother, caſt me not away, 
. Delay this marriage for a month, a week; 
Or, if you do not, make the bridal bed 
In that dun monument where Tybalt lyes. 
La. Cop. Talk not to me, for I'll not ſpeak a word: 
. Do as thou wilt, * for I have Cone with thee, [FE vir. | 
Jul. on God l. — Nurfe, bow: ſhall this DE: © 0 
; | 8 vented? 5 
=: My huſband is on earth, my faith } in beav'n 
How ſhall that faith return again to earth, 
Vnieſs that huſband'ſend it me from heav'n,. 
By leaving earth ? —— Comfort me, counſel me. 
Alack, alack, that Heav'n ſhould practiſe ſtratagems 
Upon fo ſoft a ſubje& as myſelf! | 
What ſay'ſt thou? baſk thou not a word of joy ? ? 
Some comfort, Nurie. — 
Nurſe, Faith, here it is: * 
: Romeo 1 is baniflys,: all the world to 1 
That he dares ne'er come back to challenge you; 
Or if he do, it needs muſt be by ſtealth 
Then, ſing2.the caſe ſo ſlands, as now it doth, : 
I think it beſt you married with the Count, | 
Ob, he's a lovely gentleman!  — 
Komeo's a diſh=clout to him; an \ eagle, Madam, 
Hath not ſo keen, ſo quick, lo fair an eye 
As Paris hath. Beſhrew wy very heart, 
think you happy in this ſecond match, 
For it excels your firſt; or if it did not, 
Four firſt is dead; or hives as good he were, © 
_ 45 living here, ad Jou no ule of him. | 
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Jul. Speak'ſt thou from thy heart? 
Nurſe, And from my foul Tony. 


d Or elſe beſhrew oy both, 


| Fab, Amen. | 
Nurſe. What? 


Jul. Well, thou haſt PE AND me marvellous much; -Þ 
Go in, and tell my lady I am gone, 


Having diſpleas'd my father, to Lawrence? cell, 
To make confejfion, and to be ablolv'd, „ 


Nurſe, Marry, I will; and this is wiſely done ben, +: © 


Ful. Ancient damnation! O molt wicked fiend! | 


1 Is it more fin to with me thus forſworn, _ 5 
Or to diſpraiſe my Lord with that ſame tongue 
WW hich he hath prai/d him with beyond compare, | 
| 80 many thouſand times? Go, counſellor, | | 
Thou and my boſom henceforth ſhall be twain : FE 
I'll to the Friar to know his remedy; _ ge of 
| nt all elle fail, . have . to die, „ bea. | 


"A 0 3 W. 8 c E N * 4 
The Monaſtery. 


Enter Friar Lawnence and | Pants. 


8 


\N Thurſday, Sir? ? The time is very ſhort. 
Par. My father Capulet will have it ſo, 


” And I am nothing flow to ſlack his baile, 


Fri. You ſay you do not know the lady's wind: 


| ee is this courſe, I like it not. 


Par, Immoderately ſhe weeps for Tybalt's geath ; 


And therefore have I little talk'd of love, 
For Venus ſmiles not in the houſe of tears. 
Nou, Sir, her father counts it dangerous, 
That ſhe ſhould give her ſorrow ſo much ſway: 
And, in his wiſdom, haſtes our rh * 
Jo ſtop the inundation of her tears; 
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„. x aA ke 


— 1 7 


F Which, too much minded by herſelf os | 


bh May be put from her by ſociety. 


Now do you know the reaſon of this haſte,” Os 
; Pri. 1 would 1 Knew not bg it mould be flow'd. 


5 Lok, Sir here comes the lady tow ros wy cell, 


1 ter Jour. . | | 
© Par: We my love, my lady, and my wife! | 
Jul. That may be, Sir, when I may be a wife. 


C Par, That may be, mult be, love, on Thurſday next, 5 


* Jul. What muſt be, ſhall be. 


Fri. That's a certain text. 


: Par. Come you to make confeſſion | to this father? . 
| Jul. To anſwer that were to confeſs to you. 
Par. Do not deny to him that you love me. 
Jul. I will confeſs to you that I love him. 
Par. So will ye, I am ſure, that you love 1 me. | 
Ful. If I do fo, it will be of more price, . 
Being ſpoke behind your back than to your face. 
Par. Poor ſoul ! thy face is much abus'd with tears, 
Jul. The tears have got ſmall victory by that; 
For it was bad enough before their ſpight. 


Par. Thou ee it more than tears with that . 


port. 

Jul. That is no llander, sir, ha is but cruth; 
And what I ſpeak, I ſpeak it to my face, 

Par, Thy face is mine, and thou haſt llander'd it. 

Jul. It may be ſo, for it is not mine own. 

Are you at leiſure, holy father, now, 

Or thall I come to you at evening maſs ? | 

i. My leiſure ſerves me, penſive daughter, now, 

| _ Lord I mult entreat the time alone. | 

Par. God ſhield I ſhould diſturb devotion. 

| Juliet, on Thurſday early will J rouze you; 


Till then, adieu ! and keep this holy kiſs. [Exit Paris, 
Jul, Go, ſhut the door, and when thou haſt done ſo, 
Come weep with me, paſt hope, paſt cure, paſt help. 


Tri. 0 | Juliet, I already know a grich | 
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It ſtrains me-paſt the compaſs of my wits, 

hear you muſt, and nothing may prorogue it, 

On Thurſday next be married to this Connty. EE 
Jul. Tell me not, Friar, that thou hear'ſt of this, 1 
Jnleſs thou tell me how I may prevent it. | 

If in thy wiſdom thou canſt give no help, 

Do thou but call my reſolution wiſe, 

And with this knife VI help it preſently. | 

God Join'd my heart and Romeo's; thou our hands; 

Aud ere this hand, by thee to Romeo ſca d, 1 

Shall be the label to another deed, 

Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 

Tarn to auother, this ſhall ſlay them both. 

Therefore out of thy Jong-experienc'd time 

_ Give me ſome preſent counſel, or behold, _ 

?Pwixt my extremes and me this bloody knife 

Shall play: the Umpires ; e that, 


Which tne comminon of thy years and art 


Could to no iſſue of true honour bring. 

He not ſo long to ſpeak; I long to die, 

If what thou ſpeak'ſt ſpeak not of remedy, | 
Fi. Hold, daughter, I do 'ſpy a kind of hope, 
V. hich craves as deſperate an execution, 
As that is deſp'rate which we would prevent. 


If, rather than to marry County „%%% 


Thou halt the grength of will to flay thy ſelf, 
Then it is likely than wilt ondertake 


A thing like death * to chide «way this ſh ame, „„ 


That cop'ſt with Ben bnſelf, to 'ſcape fr. om it; 
And if thou Gar it; | y give this remedy. 
| Jul. O bid me leap, rather than marry: Paris, 
From of the battlemé -nts of yonder towr; _ 
Or chain me to ſome ſteepy mountain's top, 
Where roaring bears and ſavage lions roam; : 
Or aut me A ally in a charnel-houſe, 
_ Ofer-covei'd quite with dead men's rattling bones, 
With reek ng thanks, and yellow chapleſs Kulls ; ; 
Or bid me go into a new- made grave, 


And hide we with a dead man in his ſhroud ; 


Things, that to hear them nam'd have made Is Libs 
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1 7 And I 15 do it without fear or doubt, e 
nn 7 To live an unſtain'd wife to my ſweet love. 
Fi. Hold then, go home, be merry, give conſent 
| : To marry Paris; Wedneſday i 18 to-morrow; TS 
To- morrow night look that thou ly alone, hes 3 — 
Let not thy nurſe ly with thee in thy chamber: FEEL 1 
Take thou this phial, being then in bed, 7 . - 
And this diſtilled liquor drink thou off, PD 5 F 
When preſently through all thy veins mall run e 
A cold and drouſy humour, which fall ſeiae b 
Hach vital ſpirit; for no puiſe ſhall keep | 
His narral progreſs, but ſurceaſe to beat; | . F . 
No warmth, no breath, ſhall teſtify thou liv; | | | | 
The roſes in thy lips and cheeks ſhall lade | JW 
To paly aſhes; thy eyes' windows fall, | 
Like death, when he ſhuts up the day of life ; i © | 
Each part, depriv'd of ſupple government. . 
Stdiall RH, and ſtark, and cold appear, like death : 1 —.— 
And in this borrow'd likeneſs of ſhrunk deatemm > 
Thou ſhalt continue two and forty hours, | 
And then awake, as from a pleaſant ſleep. 
| Now when the bridegroom i in the morning comes 
To rouze thee from thy bed, there thou art dead; 
Then, às the manner of our country is, 5 
In thy beſt robes uncover'd on the a. 5 
Be born to burial in thy kindred's grave: | 
Thou ſhalt be borne to that ſame ancient vault, | 
Where all the kindred of the Capulets ly. 
In the mean time, againſt thou ſhalt awake, 
Shall Romeo by my letters know our grit, 
And hither {hall he come; and he and I 
Will watch thy waking, and that very night | 
|| Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua ; | 
| And this ſhall free thee from this preſent ſhame, 
Ik no unconſtant toy, nor womanith fear, - 
„ Abate thy valour in tlie acting TT 
Jui. Give me 0 ive me. Tell me not of ſoar; „ 
a [Taking the phial, 
=. Fi. Hold, get you gone. | Be ars and Tae, 
wle. E Wo. 0. Lo: . 8 6 75 
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In this reſolve; PII fend a frair with. 3 
To Mantua, with letters to thy Lord. 


Jul. Love, _—_ me 3 and bench man ber 


afford. 5 
-F arewell, dear father — : 


8 C E N K . 
Changes to capulet- 5 But. 


Kun Carver, Lady Carvier, Nuns, and 10. 5 


or three Servants. Epos 


cap. So many ee invite as here are writ. 85 
5 * go hire me twenty cunning cooks. 


Serv. You ſhall have none uh Sir, for Ply i if they 1 


can lick their fingers. 
Cap. How canſt thou try them ſo? 
Serv. Marry, Sir, *tis an ill cook that cannot Nick 


1 nis own fingers; therefore he that cannot lick his 1255 1 


gers, goes not with me. 

V | | 

We {hall be much unfurniſh'd for wr time. | 
—W hat, 1s my daughter ow: to Friar: Lawrence F: 

| Norſe. Ay, forſooth. 7 | 


Cap. Well, he may chance to 7 forns good on o her: 4 ; | 


4 A Feu ſeli-will harlotry it is. 
5 Tuer Jorler. 5 


Nurſe. 866; where ſhe comes from fhrift with mer - 1 


ry look. 


£ Ty How now, my | head-ſtrong ? -where have: you | 


been gadding ? 
Jul. Where I have learn'd me to repent we in 
_ Of diſobedient oppoſition 
To you and your beheſts; and am en njoin'd | 


By holy Lawrence to fall proſtrate here, (She 1565 1 | : 


Arid beg your pardon, Pardon, I beſeech you! 995 
: Hencefor ward I am ever ruPd by you. 


Cap. Send for the County; go, tell him of this; 


Pull have this knot knit up to-morrow morning. 


3 5 met che youthful lord at. Ea wronee' e, 


A IV. ROMEO and JULIET. 7 
| 1 And gave ki what becoming love I might, ES 
I Not ſtepping o'er the bounds of modeſty, 


Cap. "WAY; I'm glad ow't; this is well, and up; 1 


9 This is as't ſhould be. Let me ſee the Count: 
Ax, marry — Go, 1 ſay, and fetch him hither, 5 
Now, afore God, this reverend holy friar, 15 


= oP All our. whole city is much bound to him. 


U | 


f:. 


Jul. Nurſe, will you-go with me into my cloſet, 


L 73 'To help me ſort ſuch needful ornaments _ 

As you think fit to furniſh me to-morrow? 8 
La. Cap. No, not till Thurſday, there is time enough. 6 - 

Cap. Go, mare go with her. We'll to church to- 
morrow. 1 ¶Exeunt Juliet and Nurſe. 


| La, Cap. We ſhall be ſhort in our Ea 1 


3 fis now near night. 


Cap. Tuſh, I will ſtir about,” 


= And all things ſhall be well, I warrant thee, wiſe, 8 
Go thou to Juliet, help to deck up her, 

I'll not to bed to-night. Let me alone = 
Ill play the houſewife for this once. Twen ho! * 
$1 They are all forth; H well, I will walk e | 
Lo County Paris, to prepare him up 

1 Againſt to-morrow, . My. heart's wondrous light, 
Zince this ſame e rl is ſo reclaim'd. 


8 e R N K m. 
Cc Changes to Jaliet 4 0 hamber.. 


Enter Jourer and Nurs. 5 


| Ful. Ay, thoſe attires are beſt. But, gentle nurſe, ” 
1 7 pray thee leave me to myſelf to- ni ight; : 
For I have need of many oriſons _ 


To move the Heav'ns to ſmile upon my ſtate, 


— Which, well thou know'ſt, is croſs, and full of fin. 7 


Enter Lady CAPULET. | 


| La: Cap. What, are you buſy ? do you ads my belpz | 


Jul. No, Madam, we bave culbd ſuch neceſſaries 


] | As are behoveful for our ſtate to-morrow, : 
bh you! let me now be left alone, 


G2. 


n 
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And let the nurſe this night fit up with you; © 

For, I am ſure, you have your hands full all, Z 
In this fo ſudden buſineſs. 

"=" Gl Cap. Good night, | 58 
| Ger thee to bed and reſt, for thou haſt need. [Exennt. 
Jul. Farewell. — God knows when, we ſhall | meer 
Again! . 

5 1 have a faint cold fear thrills through. my veins, 

That almoſt freezes up the heat of life. = 
I' call them back again to comfort me. N 2 Wl 
Nurſe !—What ſhould ſhe do here? 

My difmal ſcene I muſt needs act alone; "PE 

Come, phial—what if this mixture do not work at all : 
Shall I of force be married to the Count? _ 

: No, Las] this ſhall forbid it. Ly thou there | LD 

- | | [Laying down a dagge er, 

: What 111 it be ik. which the Friar 
\  Subtly hath miniſtred, to have me dead, 

Leeſt in this marriage he ſhould be diſhonour'd, 
| Becauſe he married me before to Romeo? 

I fear it is; and yet, methinks, it ſhould not, 

For he hath {till been tried a holy man. 
5 How, if, when J am laid into the tomb, 
4 5 before the time that Romeo ys 
5 Comes to redeem me? there's a fearful point! +: = 35 

Shall I not then be ſtifled in the vault, | „„ 

To whoſe foul mouth no healthſome air breathes ing. 

And there be ſtrangled ere my Romeo comes ? 


Or, if 1 live, is it not very like; Te 5 DO i 
The borrible conceit of death and night, „„ 
Together with the terror of the place, 3 

-- As in a vaulk; an-ahcient receptacle 


Where, for theſe many hundred years, the bones 
Of all my buried anceſtors are pack'd; _ 
Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth, 
Lues feſtring in his ſhroud; where, as they lay, 
At ſome hours in the night ſpirits reſort; 
Alas, alas! is it not like that III, 
80 ache waking,. what with loathſome ſmells, 


en 
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And ſhrieks, like mandrakes torn out of the Sa RD 
That living mortals, hearing them, run mad. 
Or, if I wake, ſhall I not be diſtraught, 55 


Invironed with all theſe hideous fears, 


And madly play with my foref-thers' Joints, 
And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his ſhroud ?. 


And in this rage, with ſome great kinſman's bone, 5 
As with a club, daſh out my deſp'rate brains? | 


YL 
2 
2» 
55 
'. 
dA 
= 
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4- 
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f Now follow; whar 8 there ? 


0 look! methinks I ſee my Couſin's ghoſt _ 


Seeking out Romeo, that did ſpit his body 
Upon a rapier's _ Stay, Tybalt, day! 


Romeo, I come! this do I drink to thee. 


. throws herſelf « on tho bed. 


1 15 N R ww. 
Changes to Capulet 7 Hall. 


Enter Lady Caopvier and NugsE. 


24. Cap. Hold, take theſe key VS, and fetch more ſpices, 


Nurte. 


Nhe. TRY x call for dive 4 quinces in the paltry. | 


Enter carvr Er. 5 


Cap. Come, tir, fiir, ſtir, the ſecond Sele hath crow'd, | 
The curfeu bell hath rung, tis three o'clock : = 


Look to the bak'd meats, good e 


Spare not for coſt. 


Murſe. Go, go, you cot- -quean, g, 


Get you to-bed ; *faith, you'll be lick to- >-morrow, 
| For this night's watching : | 


Cap. No, not a whit: what, I have watch 4 ere now 


All night for a leſs cauſe, and ne'er been ſick. 
La. Cap. Ay, you have been a mouſe-hunt in your 


time; 


| But I will watch you from fuck 1 now. 
[ Excunt Lady Capulet and Nutte. 


cap. A jealous- hood, a Jealous- hood. 


3 


. 
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call Peter, he will mew thes whets they'a are, l 


7 And never trouble Peter for the matter. 8 — 
Cap. „Mals, and well ſaid; a merry whoreſon, bat: 1 
＋ hou ſhalt be loggerhead. Good faith, 'tis day. 3 
The County will be here with muſic late, e 


| "Yer. fo, be ſaid, ks oats” 1 hear him near. 
5 Nurſe, —wife,—what, ho! what, Nurſe, 1 67 2 2 


5 vrhy, lamb why. Lady—Fy, you flug-a- bed 3 
| Why, love, I fy——Madam—Sweet- Beanie ? 1 


Marry, and amen 
I muſt needs wake her. Madam, Madam, Madam, 


ö 
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Enter then or four, with ſpire and la and baſkets, 


| Serv, Things for the cook, Sir, but I know not what, | | 
Cap. Make haſte, make * Sirrah, fetch "_ 3 


logs; 


Serv. T have a head, Sir, that will find out logs, 


[Pla * muſic 10, 


Enter NuksE. 


5 Go, waken Juliet, go and trim her up, En 
I'll go and chat · with Paris. Hie, make bats,” . 
Make haſte, the bridegroom he | 1s come ee 
| 4 Make W I lav. | t 
= | [Exeunt Capuler « and 7 Nurſe ſeverall, — 


8 e E. N E 7 


Changes to Joliet' s Chanber, Jaliet « on a a bed, = 


Ricenter NURSE. N 


: Nw ſe. Miſtreſs, —what, miſtreſs ? Jaier—Falt I war- 


rant her. 


Bride 


_ What, not a wt * ou take your pennyworths n now ; 
Sleep for a week ; for the next night, I WArrant,. | 


The County Paris hath ſet up h. s reſt, lane . 
That you ſhall reſt but litle——God forgive n me 5 
How T is ſhe aſleep? | 


Ay, let the County take you in your bed. 


5 : He'll fright you up, i' faith. Will it not his > e 
. Vat, dreſs d, and in your cloaths—and down again ! 


— ; : 2 ; ©. 25 RR 
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"I muſt needs wake you : Lady, Lady, ONS 
Alas! alas! help! help! my Lady's dead. 5 


5 O, well-a-day, that ever I was born! 
| L Some aqua vile. Ho! my Lord, my Lacy“ | 


Enter Lady carurkr. | 


15 Cap. What noiſe is here? 


| Nurſe. O lamentable day! 


| e. Cap. What's the matter? 
| | Nurſe, Look, ——oh heavy day! 1- 


La. Cap. Oh me, oh me, my child, my only life ! 78 


Revive, look up, or I wilt die with tee; 
| Help, * call help. 


Enter Capvier, | 


Cap. F For ſhame, bring Juliet fort] h. Her 12 is come, 

Nurſe, She” s dead, deckas d, ſhe 8 dead. Alack tae 
e 

Cap. Ha! let me ſee ba.” Our, "plus ſhe's 8 cold; 


er blood is ſettled, and her joints are ſtiff; 


Life and theſe lips have long been ſeparated; 
Death lyes on her, like an untimely froſt. 


- Upon the ſweeteſt Bow'r of all the held.. 
LS Accurſed time! unfortunate old Raw) 


Nurſz. O lamentable day! ! 
La. Cap. O woeful time! | | 
Gap: Death, that hath ta? en her hence. to 1 make me 

wWail, yt | | 


Ti es up my tongue, and will not let me freaks 


| Enter Friar LAWRENCE, and Pa xis, with Muſicians, 5 


. Come, 1 is the bride ready to go to church? 
Cap. Keady to go, but never to return. | 


+ 0 ſon, the niglit before thy wedding day 


Hath Death lain with thy wife. See, there ſhe bes, 


Flow'r as ſhe was, deflowered now * kim, 18 
Death is my fon-in-law. —— | 


Par. Have l thought wag: to ſee this morning? E Face, 5 | 


Y And doth it give me ſuch a ſight as this!. 


La. Cap. Accurs 4, unhappy, wretched, hateful day 1 
Molt miſerabl £ hour that time er la y | | 
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In laſt ing labour of his pilgrimage ! ES 
But one, poor one, one poor and loving child, 
But one thing to rejoice and ſolace in, . 

And cruel death hath ſnatel'd it from my ſiglit. 

Nur ſe. O woe! oh woful, woful, Wr oy 5 

Moſt lamentable day! moſt woful day! | 
That ever, ever I did yet behold. 


l day! oh day! oh day! oh hateful day ! 1 


Never was ſeen ſo black a day a this: 
£20 woful day, oh woful day! - 


Par, BeguiPd, divorced, wronged; ſpighted, ain, 
| Moſt deteſtable death, by thee beguil'd, 


By cruel, cruel thee quite overtbrown: 

7 ag love, O life, —not life, but Jove in death 

Cap. Deſpis'd, diſtreſſed, hated, martyr'd, kill, 
-Vacomfortable time! why cam'ſt thou now . 


Io murder, murder our ſolemnitß? „ 
oO child! Oh child! My ſoul, and not my child! 5 


Dead art thou! dead; 4 | my child is dead; 
X And, with my child, my joys are buried. 


i Had part in this fair maid; now Heav' 'n hath all; 


And all the better is it for the maid. 


Your part in her you could not keep from death; 


But Heav'n keeps his part in eternal life. 


The moſt you ſought, was her promotion; 
For *twas your heaven ſhe ſhould be advanc'd : 
And weep you now, ſeeing ſhe is advanc'd, 
Above the clouds, as high as heav'n himſelf? 
Oh, in this love you love your child ſo ill, 
That you run mad, ſeeing that the is well 
She's not well married that lives married long ; i 
| But ſhe's beſt married that dies married young. 
Dry up your tears, and ſtick your roſemary . 
On this fair corſe; and, as the cuſtom is, 
And in ber beſt array, beat her to church. 


For tho? fond nature bids us all lament, 85 


Vet nature's tears are reaſon's merriment. 3 
Lap. All things that we ordained feſtival, 


Fri, Peace, ho, for ſhame ! Confuſion's cure lives Bo 
5 In theſe confuſions: Heaven and yourſelf 


no; 


And all things change them to the contrar 7. 
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Turn from their office to black funeral; 8 

Our inſtruments to melancholy bells, 

Our wedding chear to a {id funeral feaſt; 

Our ſolemn hymns to ſullen dirges change, 


Our bridal flow'rs ſerve for a buried corſe; 


9 


Fri. Sir, go ou. in, and, Madam, go with him; 
And go, Sir Paris; ev'ry one prepare 


Jo follow this fair corſe unto her grave. 
The Heav'ns do low'r upon you, for ſome ul; 
N Move them no more, by croſling their high will; 


. Cape To _ ARYA and 4 Friar, 


8-60 N * „ | 
| Manent Mos1craxs, and Nuksk. 5 


Mal. f aith, we may put up our - pipes and be gone. 
| Nurſe. Honeſt good fellows, ah, put up, put up; 


F Far, well you. knows this- is a pitiful caſe, | 
EE Nurſe. 


a, ay, by my troth, the caſe way be be amended. 


Enter 8 i; 


pes Moſicians. Fu muſicians, heart 5 eaſe, heard 5 vaſes 85 
Oh, an you will have me live, why, play J eart's eaſe. 


_ Mi. Why keart's eaſe © 
Pet. O muſicians, becauſe my heart irſelf IP my 


5 heart itſelf is full of Woe. D phy 90 me merry. | 
dump, to comfort me! ; 


— Muf. Not a dump we, ENG no time to play now. | 
Pet. You will not then? 
Muſ. No. 


Pet. I will then give it you boundly. 


Muſ. What will you give us? 


Pet. No money, on oy, faith, but the dle. Tr wit 
give you the minſtrel. i 


Muſ. Then will I give 1 n creature. 


Fet. Ten. will I Leh the e creature's dagger | 


: WE” 4 
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on your pate. I will carry no crotchets, 111 7e you, | 


Vil fa you, do you note me? 
| Muf. Aw you re us, and fa us, you note us. 


2 Muſ. Pray YO. 8 up FOO: e and Fat e out I 


- your Wit. 
Pet. Then have at you whd my wit; 5 will ary: beat 


you with an iron wit, and 55 1 5 wh Hh iron i 1 


5 Anſwer me like men. 


| When griping grief the haart. doth wound, 


Then muſic with her ſil lver ound — = Fx 
| Why ſilver ſound ; 2 why mui c with her fi her found? Lift 
What ſay you, Simon Catling? | 10 
1 Muſ. Marry, Sir, becauſe filver hath a foeet ſound, Stra 
Pei. prateſt! What ſay you, Hugh Rebeck? _ | -Anc 
2Muſ.1 ſay, fver ſound, becauſe muſicians ſound K Th: 
for mop. Ah 
Pet, Prateſt : too! 1 What 6 you, Samuel Sound. B 
5 board? 5 1 
3 3 Muſ. Faith, 1 jd not what to YR eo 1 
Pei. O, I ery vou mercy, you are the 1 1 will Ney 
Jay for you. It is muſic with her ſilver ſound, becauſe Dol 
muſicians have no gold for ſounding. | „„ i Rox 
ien muſic with her ſitver „ on ill. "EE Ho! 
With W peedy help doth lend redreſs, [Exit Aging. For 
1 Zuf. What a peſtilent knave is this ſame? 'W-: 5 
2 Muf. Hang him, Jack. Come, we'll in here, tarry Her 
for the mourners, and ſtay dinner. Ext. ; ＋ 
And 
Since 
Ane 
For 


? 


Il 


e 


A c * 5 Ss c E N E I : 


= Mantua. | 


Enter Rougo. Ns 


we I may truſt the flattering truth of n = 
My dreams preſage ſome joyful news at hand: 2 
"My boſom's lord fits lightly on his throne, | | 

And, all this day, an unaccuſtom'd ſpirit . es 
Lifts me above the ground with chearful thoughts, 55 
I dream'd, my lady came and found me dead, 

Strange dream! that gives a dead man leave to think ; "I 
And breath'd ſuch life with kiffes 1 in my lips, e 
That I reviv'd, and was an emperor. | 
Ah me! how ſweer is love itſelf poſſeſs d, 

When but Jove' 8 ſhadows are ſo rich | in | joy ? 


| Enter BALTHASAR. 


News fs Verona How now, Balthaſar; J 
Pioſt thou not bring me letters from the DU: ? 


1 3 How doth my lady? is my father well? 


How doth my Juliet? That I ak again; 
For nothing can be ill, if ſhe be well, | 
____ Balth, Then ſhe is well, and nothing can be mt; 
[ Her body fleeps in Capulet's monument, 
And her immortal part with angels lives. 
I faw her laid low in her kindred's vault, 
And preſently took poſt to tell it you. 
| 0 pardon me for bringing theſe ill news, 
| Since you did leave it for my office, Sir. | 
Kom. Is it even ſo? then I defy you, Woe ! 5 
4 Thoa know'lt my lodging, —get me ink and paper, 
And hire poſt-horſes. I will hence to-night, 
| Belth, Pardon me, Sir, I dare not leave you thus, 
| Your looks are pale and wild, and Go 1 import N 
Z Sos miladventure, 5 . 


Td ROMEO and JULIET.. AV, 
"Row, Tuſh, thou art deceiv'd. : 

=: "pos me, and do the thing I bid thee do. 

 Haſt then no letters to me from the Friar? ? 

_ Balth. No, my good Lord. | | 

| Rom. No matter. Get thee gone, 

= And hire thoſe hork tes; mw be with thee ſwaight. 


[Exit Balthaſar, 


8 Well, Jallet, I will 17 8 with thes's to- ;-nioht ; ; 


_ Let's ſee for means—O Miſchief! thou art Gift 
To emtz in the thought of deſperate men! | 


I do remember an apothecary, 


And hereabouts he dwells, whom late 1 noted 
In tatter'd weeds, with overwhelming brows, 
Culling of ſimples; meager were his looks, 
Sha: p miſery had worn him to the bones; 3 
And in his needy {hop a tortoiſe hung, 
An alligator ſtuff'd, and other ſkins 
Of ill-ſhap'd fiſhes; and about his ſhelves 
A beggarly account of empty boxes; i 
Green earthen pots, bladders, and mull) feeds, 2 
| Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roſes 
Were thinly ſcatter'd to make up a ſhow. 
Voting this penury, to myſelf H laid, 
An' if a man did need a poiſon now, 8 
Whole ſale is preſent death in Mantua, 
Here lives a caitiff wretch would ſell it him. 
Ob, inis ſame thought did but fore-run my need, 
And this ſame needy man muſt fell it ine. 
As I remember, is hond be the houſe, 
Being holyday, the beggar's ſhop is ſhut, 
— Wat, ho! apothecary ! | 


_ Enter wworngcanx. | 
8 Who calls ſo loud ? 


Rot. Come hither, man. I ſee that thou art poor. | 


"Hold. There is ſorty ducats. Let me hase 
A dram of poiſon, ſuch ſoon- ſpeeding geer, | 
As will di fperſe itſelf through all the veins, 
That tue life- -W eary taker 1 fall dead; 


| J And that the trunk may be diſcharg'd of breath. : 
4s violently as haſty powder fir d | 
= Den hurry from the fatal cannon's wok 


Be 15 death to any he that utters them. | 
Rom. Art thou ſo bare and full of wretchedneſs 
| And fear'ſt to die? famine is in thy cheeks, _ 
Need and oppreſſion ſtare within thine eyes, 
. Z Contempt and beggary hang upon thy back, 
The world is not thy friend, nor the world's Thaw 
The world affords no law to make thee rich ; 
4 Then be not poor, but break it and take this. 
Apoth. My poverty, but not my will conſents. 
Rom. I pay thy poverty, and not thy will. 
* Apothi. Put this in any liquid thing you will, 
| And drink it off; and if you had the ſtrength 
| 2 of twenty men, it would diſpatch you ſtraight, 


Nom. There is thy gold; worſe poiſon to men n's fouls | 


Doing more murders in this loathſome world, 
| Than theſe poor compounds that thou may'lt not ſell, 
I {ell thee poiſon, thou haſt ſold me none. 
Farewell, buy food, and get thee into fleth, 

Come, WHY and not poiſon; go with me 


| To Juliet's os your _— uſe thee. [Exenit 


8 . E N E . 
Changes to the Monaſtery at Verona. | 


Enter Friar Joux. | 
Fon, Holy Franciſcan Friar ! brother ! ho ! = 


10 Enter Friar LAWRENCE 10 1 | 


Lew: This ſame ſhould be the voice of Friar Joln,— 
Welcome from Mantua ; what ſays Romeo ? „ 
| Or, if his mind be writ, give me his letter. 
Fon. Going to find a barefoot brottier out, 
One of our order, to aſſociate * 1 
Tiere in this city viliting the lick, 
Yo L. VI. 5 H | 


r. 5 
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 Apoth, Such mortal drugs I have, but Mantua) 5 3 | 


c — - 
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And udien him, the ſearchers of the town, 
Suſpecting that we both were in a houſe 
Where the infectious peſtilence did reign, 

| $>al'd up the doors, and would not let us forth 1 
| So that my ſpeed to Mantua there was ſtaid. 
Law. Who bore my letter then to Romeo 3 
Join. I could not ſend it; here it is again; 55 
Nor get a meſſenger to bring it thee, | 

30 fearful were they of infection. 
Lau. Unhappy fortune ! by my brotherhood, 
| The letter was not nice, but full of charge 

Ol dear import; and the negle&ting i . 
May do much danger. Friar John, go hence, 
Get me an iron crow, and bring it t ſtraignt : 


7 5 Unto my cell. = —- 
- Fohn. Brother, 7. g0 and bring it thee. | ce. 3 


Lau. Now muſt I to the monument alone: 
Within theſe three hours will fair Juliet wake; 


She will beſhrew me much, that Romeo 
Bath had no notice of theſe accidents. 


But I will write again to Mantua, 
And keep ber at my cell till Romeo come. 


Poor "yy os clos'd 1 ina dead man 8 tomb! LEE n. 


VHVHé 
Change to a Church yard ; in PY a Monument be 
longing to the Capulets.. e 


Enter Parts and his Pack, with. a light. 


Pay Give me thy torch, boy ; ; hence, and ſtand ; aloof | 


Yet put it out, for I would not be ſeen, _ 

Under yond \ yew-trees lay thee all along, No 
Laynig thy ear cloſe to the hollow ground, 

80 hall no foot upon the church-yard tread, 

eing looſe, unfirm, with digging up of graves, 

But thou ſhalt hear it: whiſtle then to me, 

As ſignal that thou heart ſomething approach, 
Vive me ihoſ le e flow” rs, 0 as Fe bid 80 Ga. Os 


8 f 
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Page. I am almoſt afraid to ſtand alone 
Here in the church- -yard, yet I will adventure. [Exits 
Par, Sect How! T] with flow? rs thy bridal-bed I firew 2 
| | | [Strewing r 


Fair Jahet, thi with angels doſt remain, 


Accept this lateſt favour at my hand; 
That living honour'd thee, and. "ARE 3 0 dead, 


With fan al ee ador ns thy tomb. 
„ 1 [The 7 ile. 5 
. boy gives warning, ſomething doth. ape” 


proach. 


What curſed foot wanders this way to- nishr, 
To crols my. obſequies and true love's rite 2 
| What, MER) a torch? . me, Fa a- while, 


$CENE IV. 


Enter Rowzo aud Barth s PR, 40 a 4 ies 


e Give me that mattock; and the vrenchion! iron. ; 


Hold, take this letter; early in the morning 
See 1 deliver it to my Lord and facher.“ 


Give me the light. Upon thy life, I charge thee, - 
. Whate'er thou heart or ſeelt; ſtand all aloof, y 
And do not interrupt me in my courſe. 
Muy [ deſcend into this bed of death, 
18 partly to behold my lady's face; 
But chiefly to take thence from her dead linger 
A precious ring, a ring that I mult uſe 
In dear employment. There fore hence. Be gone. 


But if thou, jealous, doſt return to pry 

On what I further ſhall intend 10 % N 

By Heaven I will tear thee joint by joint, 

And ſtrew this bungry church-yard with thy limbs... 


The time and my intents-are ſavage, wild, 
More ferce and more inexorable far 


Than empty tygers, or the roaring ſea. 
Balth, I will be gone, Sir, and not trouble you. 


Rom, So ſhalt thou ſhew me friendſhip. — Take thou that, 
Ave: and be proſp rous, and frewen, good nen . 


| H 2- 
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Balth. For all this ſame, I'll hide me hereabout, 8 
8 His looks I fear, and his intents I doubt. —zů 8 
| | [Exit Holi; 11 

5 "Rein. Thou deteltable maw, LOR womb of death, |. z 0 
Gorg'd with the deareft morfe} of the earth, 5 

5 8 J inſorce thy rouen jaws to open, —_ 

| | {| Breaking up the Monument, | F 
T9 And in deſpight Pl cram thee with more food. | 1 
Pear. This is that baniſh'd haughty Montague,” = D 

| 5 That murder'd my love's couſin; with which brief, 5 
It is ſuppoſed, the fair creature Ae, bh | ET 
And here is come to do ſome villainous ane H 
To the dead bodies. I will apprehend bim. — TS 2 
Stop thy unhallow'd toil, vile Montague; e 0 

i Can vengeance be purſu” d further than death 25 | : N 55 D 
Condemned villain, 1 do apprehend thee ; 1 

| Obey, and go with me, for thou muſt die. T 

= Mom. 1 muſt, indeed, and therefore came I hi ther, | it 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a de eſpꝰ rate man; | 4 
Fly hence and lewis: me. Think upon theſe gone, 4 
"et them fright thee.” I beieech thee, youth, ef. 0 
% Pull not another fin upon my head, 1 
By urging me to fury, Oh, be gone! J 
By Heawn, I love thee better than me ſelf; 0 
For 1 come hither ard againſt myſelf. V 
Stay nor, be gone. Liv e, and hereafter lay, ” 

A madman's mercy bade thee run away, 4 
Par. I do defy thy commiſeration, T 

5 And 2pprehend thee ſor a felon here. F 
Kom. Witt thou N me ? ? then have at thee, boy. A 

- | [They fight, Paris Falls, D 

| Page, Oh Lord, they gabr! I will go call the watch, * 
Par. Oh, I am lain ! If thou be merciful, | y 
Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet, CDi 3 
Nom. In faith I will. Let me botule this bee . 

| Kercutio' s kinſman! noble County Paris! | A 
What ſaid my man, when my betofled foul : 


Did not attend him as he rode? I think 
He tuls me, Paris ſhould have married Juliet. 


1 
. 
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1 Gaid he not ſo? or did I dream it ſo? 


Or am I mad, hearing him talk of Juliet, | 
To think it was ſo? Oh, give me thy hand, 


+ One writ with me in ſour misfortune's book ph 
III bury thee in a triumphant grave. | 
A grave? O, no; a lanthorn, ſlaughter'd youth; 


For here lyes Jan and her beauty makes 


This vault a feaſting preſence full of light. 


Death, ly thou mow by a dead wan interr'd. 


* „ [Laying Paris in the monument, : 
* ow oft, when men are at the point of death, 
13 Have they been merry? which their e call 
B 5 lightning before death. O, how may 1 


C21] this a lightning !—Oh, my love, my wife! 


= Death, that hath ſuck'd the honey of thy breath, | 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty, 
Thou art not conquer'd; beauty's enſign yet 
Is crimlon in thy lips and in thy cheeks,. 
And Dear h's pale flag is not advanced there, 


Tybalt, Lit thou there in thy bloody ueet! > 


On, what more favour can I do to thee, | 
"Than with that hand that cut thy 3 in t! wain, 


To {under his that was thine enemy? 
Forgive me, couſin.— Ah, dear Juliet, 


Vhy art thou yet io fair ? ſhall 1 believe | 


That unſubſtantial death is aniorous, - 


| And that the lean abhorred moniter Keeps 


Thee here in dark, to be his paramour ? 
For fear of that, L (Ur will {tay will thee z 


And never from this palace of din nignt 


Depart again: here, here wiil-I:revain, 

With worms that are thy chamberma! GS; oh here 
Will I tet up my everlaiting ret; 

And ſhake the yoke of ina vipicious ſtars 


| Prot this world- v earyd fleſh; Lye 3, look your laſt! 


Arins, take your laſt embrace kand lips, oh von 
The doors of breath, ſeal with a righteous Kite, | 
A dateleſs bar gain to engrollingz death. | | 
Come, bitter cond lugt! come una ry guide! 
Thou Ade rate Tilot, 5 at once run on 

| | 1 3 | 


5 Have my old feet ſtumbled at graves ? —who's there! >: 
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The daſhing rocks my ſea- ſick, weary bark. E > 
| Here s to my love! Ob, true apothecary! 
[Drinks the poiſon, | 
Thy drugs a are quick. Thus with a kifs I die. [Dies, 


Enter Friar LAWRENCE, with Janthorn, crow and ſpade, 


—— — 


Fri. st Francis be my ſpeed! how oft to-night. 


Enter Ba LTHASER. 


| Balth. Here 8 one, a e and one that knows you 
well . 
1 Fri. Bliſs be upon reat tell me, 38 my | friend, 
What torch is yond, that vainly lends his light 
To grubs and eyleſs ſeulls? as 1 diſcern, 
It burneth in the Capulet's monument. PEE 
Balti. It doth ſo, holy . there? O my; maſter, 
One that you love. 0 1 15 
e Who 1 is it? 
Palth. Romeo. | 1 
Fri. How long hath he been there 7 
Hualth. Full half an hour. 
e Go with me to the vault. 
Balth. I dare not, „ | | 
Mw matter knows not but [ am gone bene; 
And ſearfully did menace me with death, 1 
; 171 did ſtay to look on his intent. : F 1 
e Stay then, I'll go alone. Fear comes 5 upon me: 1 
©, much I fear ſome in unlacky thing 141 
Halil. As I did fteep under this vew tree here, 
1 dream'd my. maſter and another fought, | 
And that my maſter flew him. | 
Fi. Romeo! | 
Alack. alack, what blood is his hich falns | 
The ſtony entrance of this ſepulchre? G 
What mean theſe maſterleſs and goary ſwords, ng a, 
Jo ly diſcolour'd by this place of peace? 2 4 
Romeo? oh pale! who elſe? what, Paris too? „ 
; And ſteep'd in blood? ah, what an unkind hour _ Ic 
Is guilty of this lamentable chance? %% 8 
T' he lady 1Urs, 1 N e 
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Jul. awaking.] Oh comfortable hag where i is My 


Lord? 


| ; I do remember well where I ſhould be: 
1 And where I am. Where is my Romeo? 


Fri. I hear ſome noiſe ! Lady, come from that a 


N 55 Of death, contagion, and unnatural ſleep; 
A greater power than we can contradict 


Hath thwarted our intents z come, come away; | 


| Thy huſband in thy boſom there lyes dead, 
And Paris too.—Cone, I'II eee of thee 
Among a ſiſterbood of holy nuns : 
Stay not to queſtion, for the aue 18 coming. 
Come, go, good Juliet. I dare no longer aye” [Ex 


Jul. Go, get thee hence, for I will not away. 


What's here? a cup clos'd in my true Jove' 8 band? 


Poiſon, I ſee, hath been his timeleſs end. 


Oh churl, drink all, and leave no friendly drop : 
To help me after? I will kiſs thy lips; 1 5 


Haply ſome peiſon yet doth hang on them, 


To make me die wich a reſtorative. 
"THY lips a are warm. | 


Enter Boy and waren. 


Watch. Lead, boy. Which way? 
Jul. ea, noiſe ? 007: 


Then PH. be brief. 0 happy dagger ! 


5 { Finding a dagger, - 
| This 1 is thy ſheath, there ruſt, and let me die. 


| FRills her LF 
Fey. This i 18 we place; there, where the torch doth 
burn. 


Watch, The ground is bloody. Search about the 


church-yard; 


Co, ſome of you, whom-e'er you find, athach: 
Pitiful fight! here lyes the County ſlain, 
And Juliet bleeding, warm, and newly dead, 
Who here hath 1 theſe two days buried. 
60 tell the Prince. Run to the Capulets; 
Raiſe up the Montagues, Some others, ſearch— 
W e ſee the ground whereon theſe woes do ly: 


—— — — — — 
* — 


— 
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Enter ſore of f the Waren, with BALTHASER. 


2 Watch. | ere 8 Romeo 8 man; we found him i in the 
church- yard. SES | | 


il Watch: Hold. him in steh an the Prince comes 

hither. 1 N Sp „„ 

; Enter another Warcunan, with Priar 9 ng q 
3 Watch. Here | is a friar that trembles. ſighs and weeps. . z 


We took this mattock and this ſpade from him, 


As he was coming from this church- yard fide. 
1 5 Watch, A great 1 1 10 friar | too. 


8 E N E V. 
Enter the PatxcE and Attendants. : 


e What miladeentme 4 is ſo edely: up, 


. That calls our perſon from our morning' s reſt? 


Enter Capvr ET and Lady Capv1 ET. | 


cap. What ſhould it be that they ſo ſhriek abroad? i 


La. Cap. The peop! e in the ſtreet cry, Rom; eo; 


Some, Juliet; and ſome, Paris; and all run 
With open out- cry tou rd our monument. | 
Prise What tear is this which ſtartles i in our ears? 


i Watch: Sovereign, here lyes the county Paris flain, : 
: And Romeo dead, and Juliet, dead prey .-” | 


Warm and new kilPd. 


Prince. Search, ſeek and know How: this foul mur- 


der comes. 


| Watch. Here is a fr1 iar, and flaughterd Romeo! $ man, 
Wich inſtruments upon them, fi to open | | 
Theſe dead men's he | : 
Cap. Oh, Heaven! ob, wife! look how o our davg her 


bleeds. 


This dagger bath miſtabe en; 8 101 he: fieath 
. Lyes. empty on the back of Montague, T . 
; The: fein miſ- ſheathed i in my daughter” 8 boſom; 
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But the true ground of all thefe piteous woes hs 
ts cannot without circumſtance defery, 
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Ln Cap. Oh me, this fight of death is as a a bell, 


I That warns * old age to a eee | 


„ Ener MONTAGUE. 85 1 
Privich.” Cole; Montague, for thou art early up, 


1 To ſee thy ſon ang heir now early down. 


Mon. Alas, my Hage my wife is dead to- night; 35 


| Grief of my ſon's exile hath ſtop'd her breath, 
What further woe conſpires againſt my age ? 


Prince, Look, and thou ſh alt ſee. 


Mon. Oh, thou untaught! what manners is in a this, | 
To preſs before thy father to a grave? | 


Prince. Seal up the mouth of outrage. tr a while, 


Till we can clear theſe ambiguities, _ 1 
And know their ſpring, their head, their true deſcent; | 
Aud then will I be general of your woes, . 
* And lead you ev'n to death. Mean- time forvear, 
And let miſchance be flave to patience. Es 
—Bring forth the parties of ſuſpicion, 


Fri, I am the greateſt, able to do leaſt, 
Yet moſt ſuſpected, as the time and place 


Doth make againſt me, of this direfu] wurder; | 
And here I ftand both ro impeach and purge 


Myſelf condemned, and myſelf. excus'd, 


Prince. Then fay at once what thou doſt know i in 1 this, | 


Fi, I will be brief, for my ſhort date of breath 


Is not ſo long as is a tedious tale. + 


Romeo, there dead, was huſband to that Juliet, 

And the, there dead: that Romeo's faithful wife: 

I married them, and their ſtol'n marriage-day _ 
Was Ty balt's dooms-day, whoſe untimely death 
Baniſh'd the new-made bridegroom from this FU * 
For whom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet pined. 


| You, to remove that ſiege of grief from her, 

| Betroth'd, and would have married, her perforce ; 

E To County Paris. Then comes the to me, 
And, with wild looks, bid me deviſe ſome meane 


To rid her from this ſecond marriage 


| 1825 in my cell, e would the an bereit. So 


; 04> 1 R O M E 0 ad ] U L 1 E 7 > 8 Act V. a 5 
Then g gave I her, ſo tutor'd by my art, | =" A: 


4 A. ſleeping potion, which ſo took effect 12 

| As I imended; for it wrought Ui her 1 5 AY 
Wl | : The form of death. Mean time [ wrote to Romeo, 55 A! 
1 That he would hither come, as this dire night, "BS 
if To help to take her from her borrowed gravy e T. 
Y Being the time the potiou's force {hould ceaſe. ö 29 
9 But le which bore: * y letter, Fri ar Jah n, O 
| | Was ſtay'd! by accident; and yeſternight _ a 
f RNeturn'd my letter back: then all alone, * 
1 Alt the prefixed hour of her awaking, de 
1 Came I to take her from her kindre d's vault; | Th 
. | Meaving to keep her cloſely at my cell, AN 
Fill I conveniently could fend to Romeo, 5 Ha 

Hut when I came (fome minute ere the time : : 

Of her awaking) here untimely lay Th 

2 - noble Paris, and true Romeo dead. 1 Cat 

She wakes, and J intreated her come forth, of 

And bear this work of Heav'n with patience : Sy 

But then a noiſe did ſcare me from the tomb, Lhe 

And ſhe, too deſp'rate, would not go with me: - : 

But, as it ſeems, did violence on herſelf. of 

All this I know, and to the marriage p ; 

Her nurſe is privy : but if aught in this | 1 

Miſcarried by my fault, let my old life Wn 

Be ſacrific'd ſome hour before the time, 60 

Unto the rigour of ſevereſt law. _ = 

Prince. We ſtill have known thee for 8 holy man. F 5 

| | For 

Where's Romeo's man? what can he ſay to this? | 

Balth, I brought my matter news of Juliet's death, Hb 

And then in poſt he came from Mantua a" 

To this ſame place, to this ſame monument. | perf, 

This letter he early bid me give his father; Eno | 925 

And threatned me with death, going to the vault, | | 800 

If I departed not, and left him there. © ion 

Prince. Give me the letter, I will look on it. : EH, 

: Where is the County's page, that rais'd the watch? | Box 

Sirrah, what made your maſter in this place? | ton, 


Page. He. eame with flowers to ſtrew his lady's gr ave). 


p 
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© And bid me land aloof, and fo I did: : 
5 Anon comes one with light to ope the tomb, 


And, by and by, my maſter drew on him; ; 
And then I ran away to call the watch. 


Prince, This letter doth make good the Friar 8 words, 


; Their courſe of love, the tidings of her death: 2 
And here he writes, that he did buy a poiſon 
Of a poor 'pothecary, and therewithal 


Came to this vault to die, and Iy with Juliet. 8 
Where be theſe enemies? Capulet ! Montague ! . 

See what a ſcourge 1 is laid upon your hate, 

That Heav'n finds means to kill your joys with bre! 


And I, for winking at your diſcords too, 
Have loſl a brace of kinſmen. All are puniſhed | 


Cape 0 brother Montague, give me thy hand, 


This is my 0 tat 8. Jointure; F: for no more 


Can I demand. | 
Mon. But I will give thee more, 


For 1 will raiſe her ſtatue in pure gold ; 
That, while Verona by that name is RTE 
There ſhall no figure at that rate be ſet, 
As that of true and faithful Juliet. 


Cap. As rich ſhall Romeo by his lady ly; : 
Poor ſacrifices of our enmity | 5 
Prince. A gloomy peace this morning Wich it brings 
The ſun for ſor row will not {hew his head: 


A Go hence, to have more talk of theſe ſad things ; * 


Some ſhall be pardon'd, and ſome puniſhed, 
For never was a ſtory of more woe, VVͤ„ 
Than this of Juliet and her Romeo. ¶Exeunt omnes * 


K This hy is one of the Py pleaſing of our Author's 8 


bderformances. The ſcenes arc buſy and various, the in- 


cidents numerous and important, the cataſtrophe icrefiſlibly 
affecting, and the proceſs of the action carried on with ſuch 


probability, at leaſt with ſuch congruty to popular opt» 


nions, as tragedy requires Eo 
Here 1s one of the few attempts of Shakeſpeare to exhibit 2) 
the converiation of gentlemen, to reprelent the airy ſpright- 


3 linefs of juvenile elegance. Mr Dryden mentions a tradi- 
ö don, ch ; agar . reach his Wy. of a | declaration, 
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5 made by Shakeſpeare, that he was obliged to kill Mereutio 


in the third act, leſt he ſhould have been killed by him.“ 
Let he thinks kim ©* no ſuch formidable perſon, but that 
| he might have lived through the play, and died in his bed,” | 
without danger to a poet. Dryden well knew, had he dees | 

in queſt of truth, that, in a pointed ſentence, more regard 
is commonly had to the words than the thought, and that it 
is very ſeldom to be rigorouſly underſtood, Mercutio's wit, 
Sue and courage, will always procure him friends that 
wiſh him a longer life; but his death is not precipitated, he 


has lived out the time allotted him in the conſtruction of 


the play; nor do I doubt the ability of Shakeſpeare to hae 
continued his exiſtence, though ſome of his {allies are per- 
| haps out of the reach of Dryden ; ; whoſe genius was not 
very fertile of merriment, nor ductile to humour, but acute, 
argumentative, comprehenſive and ſublime. | 
The nurſe is one of the characters in which the Author 
delighted; he has, with great ſubtily of diſtinction, drawn 
her at once loquacious and ſecrets obſequious and inſolent, 
truſty and diſhoneſt. 

His comic ſcenes are wrought, bot ki s pathetic 
rains arc always polluted with ſome unexpected deprav 4. 
tions. His perſons, however diſtreſſed, have à conceit l, 


255 em i in Wet mM yery, a miſerable conceit.  Jobaſon, | 


END OF ROMEO AND JULIET.. 
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